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Select Poems 


Of 

Ravinder Kumar Soni 




^Listen To The Emptiness 


True, 

I must listen to the emptiness 

That is within me 

And surrounds me all the time, 

Then I can know where I belong, 
Why I live and die, and procrastinate 
My rides and tides. 



*My Poem 


Past midnight, as we stepped 
On to the empty dark street 
I heard him recite my poem 
That I wrote only three days ago. 
'To ward off fear/ he softly said 
'I read aloud your lines/ 



*The Faded Dreams 


Faded dreams 
That is all now I have 
As memories 
Bitter and cold 
Sans delight. 

They have seen me through 
The roughs and toils 
The daily grinds 
And seasonal bites 
Retaining their hold 
Keeping me whole 
In a vestibule 
Narrow and dark. 

Emerge from it 
I will one day 
To see the sun 
Glow brilliantly 
As ever before. 



*The Book 


The book, my dear Father, 

The one I hold in my right hand, 

It is the same 

Old orange calico bound book 
You gave to me on my 12 th birthday, 

I am now preparing to celebrate 
My 76 th this year; 

Then, I had just learnt to read and write. 
Your gift does not contain fables 
Or heroic tales of adventures, 

It talks of waging wars 
Against the unrighteous, 

About controlling and calming 
Mental tendencies and turbulence, 
Discovering own strength and morality, 
Finding a forgotten self; 

All this couched in simple terms 
The entire process is simple. 

I have followed those guidelines 



But you did not stay long enough to guide me 
Till its end 

Now I have no one to tell me 
Whether I have reached that end. 

0, Father! Why did you leave me alone? 

To fight this world of extremes! 



*No One Believes Me 


No one believes me. 

I have just returned 

From the other side of the sun, 

No one believes me. 

I should not speak about my travels 
From one end of the universe to the other, 
The journeys that I make all alone 
To strange worlds. 

Maybe 

I should not tell them what lies in the Beyond 
A sea of delight; 

Their small reach 

Does not allow them to believe me. 



*0n A Wet Morning 


On a wet morning 
Scared of getting drenched 
He did not venture outdoors 
To go to work; 

It had been raining since midnight. 

He was disturbed 

By the speeding gallop of falling raindrops 

Striking hard and noisily the tin-shed, he called 
his home, 

The ruckus caused did not let him go to sleep 
And, 

The day had dawned rather late. 

By then, he had grown tired 

Counting the remaining minutes to sunrise. 

The dampness of the air 
And the loneliness in his room 
Was extracting its toll, 

He was feeling drowsy 
And, badly needed sleep. 



His morning cup of tea could wait, 
He was fond of preparing green tea. 
With this thought creeping in 
He rolled over and went to sleep. 



*Begin With Me 


I thought 

My long wait is over, 

The solution found 
I need no longer pay heed 
To the approaching footfalls 
Nor listen to the old songs 
Or stories often told; 

Now, 

A voice, loud and clear, 

Asks me to retrace my steps 
And commence the beginning 
That began with me. 



*Find My Perch 


0 My fanciful thoughts! 

Do not pick on me, 

Be fair to me, 

Please do not berate me, 

Do not call me lazy or maimed, 
I am neither. 

You gave me the reason to live, 
Because of you, I survive. 

You made me bury my past, 
Look forward to the future 
And count my little gains. 

You have brought me very far, 

Now do not displace me 

Or injure my pride 

For having walked the path 

Paved by you 

Curious and investigating. 

Keep me adrift, 



Make me fly and roam the sky, 
Let me find my perch. 



*Missing the Fun 


One late evening 
In front of the mirror 
Finding myself talking to me 
I said - 

Do not be fussy 

I know the shadows are lengthening 

The night approaches silently 

Soon we will fall asleep 

You are missing the fun, is it? 

That I in the mirror said - 

You know dreams are not tailor-made 

You cannot order them long or short 

Lie down and close your eyes 

Imagine riding a bike across barren Ladakh 

Facing biting cold and gasping for breath 

Wanting to be on the Marina Beach down far 
south 

You find yourself 

Admiring the rock-cut temple at Ellora 



In the sculpted heaven listening to the music 
played 

By the Apsaras on their veena 
And yourself writing a parody 
Would you call that funny? 

I kept quiet. 



*In Awe 


And 

The silence broke 
I heard a piercing cry 
A cry of pain 
Intense deep-rooted pa 
I wondered 
Why it was not 
The sound of laughter 
Or the note 
Of a lilting melody 
That broke the silence 
Surrounding me 
I still wonder 



*At The Gate 


He did not wait 
For the bells to sound 
Summoning him 
Yet came, 

Sat cross-legged 
Outside the temple-gate. 
He did not enter 
Nor circumambulate, 

He was in possession 
Of his heart and mind; 

He was free and fearless. 
He was his temple, 

He did not seek 
To escape himself. 



*Easy Way 


His walk is brisk, 

He must reach the riverbank, 

A boat waits for him, 

It will take him sooner 

To the more promising other-side 

Where there are more trees seen. 

He knows, 

The boat leaves in an hour's time. 

He is in a hurry. 

You do not want him to tire 
Or give up his quest, 

Do you? 

He had asked you to join him, 

Share his joy, 

Instead, you chose the easy way out, 
You stayed 
To write these lines 


To immortalize him. 



*Cared 


I sat dejected. 

Patience, she said, 

Will win the world for you, 

Gifted you are 

You make words you write 

Work for you, 

As they dispense meanings 
Sought by you 

And create the worlds they intend; 
I shall keep a watch over you 
Even when you are asleep; 

I will not forsake you, 

I am your pride. 



^Outsiders 


Then 

Though reluctant 

He was walking alongside 

On the very path 

I had bragged about 

That leads to nowhere 

We were the only two nobodies seen 

Laughing aloud 

Hoping to earn a name 

By descending low and 

Exploring the depths of nothingness 

As the two ranked outsiders. 



^Unforgiving Nights 


The one thing I long for most is 
The peaceful dreamless sleep 
Like the sleep of the dead. 

My painful hope-filled eyes 

That have seen many quiet nights 

And without respite 

Scan the dark sky 

Studded with stars unable to sleep 

Because of their endless dreams, 

Their mind as unsteady and restless 

As is mine. 

I do not seek their pithiness 
That will make me brood more 
And never let me sleep. 

I do not need these twinkling stars 



But I cannot wish them away either. 
Can I? 

Can I ever lose sight of my heart? 



*Lonely Cloud 


O Cloud! 

Nasty people, 

Wicked and mean, 

Roam the earth, 

Ignore them. 

Take me with you. 

Take me 

To wherever you go, 

As a happy dream. 

I will narrate tales, 

Revive gaiety, 

Release new songs, 

Fill hearts with love. 

Then, 

No one will be sad. 

Take me with you 
As an arguable thought 
That is wispy as a dream, 
Warm and nosy, 



To find and unravel 
The secrets 
Hidden from you 
I ask you 

To tag me on to you. 

0 Cloud, 

Make me a part of you. 



*My Love 


SMSed in three words 
I had told her how I felt for her, 

In just three small words 

That said more than a million would 

Had I written them filling reams and reams 

Mailed to her packed in many fancy boxes 

She would not have even bothered to open. 

She is a wise waif 

Aware of my weak grammar and spelling 
errors. 

Why should I remind her about her beauty? 

She sees herself in the mirror every day. 

Why should I reiterate my love for her? 

She senses my presence even in her deep 
sleep 

When I am somewhere far away. 

I know she loves me 

And she knows that I love her as much. 

On second thought 
I need not have SMSed to her 



Those three small light words, 
You do agree, my friend! 



*New Beginning 


Once again, 

The same old dark shadow 
Lurks surrounding me; 

I know it to be Death 
That tirelessly protects 
And waits for me; 

As a true companion 
It stays with me all the while, 
Watching me at work and play, 
Never guiding, praising, scolding 
Or hurrying me on, 

Never instilling any fear; 
Easygoing is Death 
Knowing it is 

The new beginning for me 
In wait. 



*Way to Bliss 


As before, 

This evening too, 

I have stopped to watch 
The roll of the waves, 

Listen to the sound of the sea, 
Breathe the salted air, 

And wait for the Sun to set 
And the night to descend. 

As before, 

The daytime spent 

Had been hectic and harsh, 

A very tiresome grind 
Of talk and wiles, 

Urges and find 

With the rise and lows 

Weighed heavily on the mind. 

As before, 



Even now, 

Standing at the beach 
I do not seek the Moon and the stars 
Nor the depth of darkness 
Fearsomely quiet, 

But a brief rest 
For my aching bones 
And exhausted mind. 

And as before, 

A little rested, 

Tension eased, 

I will commence my walk, 

Then board the bus, 

Hate the snarling rush, 

But reaching home 
Be greeted by wife and kids, 

And in their midst 
Enjoy the bliss 
I simply cannot describe. 



^Happiness of the Liberated 


It's raining heavily again; 

Again the downpour 
Threatens to flood the streets, 

The bazaars and the homes et al 
Rendering the rich and the poor, 

The young and the old, 

Those who act and the non-doers, 
Worthless and immobile, 

Make them suffer 

And pray to the Rain God. 

Suddenly, 

Across the street, 

A half-naked boy runs out of his house 
Skids but falls flat on his back, 
Unrelenting rain drenching him; 

He is unhurt and laughs aloud, 

Knocks the earth with his heels 
Splaying wet grime 



And opens his arms, 

Shouts for his brothers to join him in his frolic 
And share the pleasure he now enjoys. 



*The Spell 


The lilt 

Get used to it 

The melody I weave 

Unique 

Will never change 
The look on your face 
Your veneer 
Will never change 
My love for you 
Sublime 

Will never change 

These are eternally bound 

Through notes 

Sweet and fine 

Through syllables 

Clean and pure 

Through words 

That silently speak 

Till their meanings are altered 



Our love will not die 
Our eyes will continue to seek 
Our arms will continue to crave 
Our hearts will continue to throb 
You need never speak a word 
Let this spell last forever. 



*Dirty Stones 


The enormity of my choice 
Even baffled me; 

My path across the park 
Was strewn with many stones, 

I had picked up the dirtiest one; 
Once cleansed 
It was the bluest sapphire 
I had ever seen. 

An unlucky stone to possess 
My friends said; 

But I kept it for me. 

Three days later, 

I had no place to live 
And on the fourth, 

I lost my benefactor 

And I lay hungry on the wayside. 

Then I sold it to a merchant 



Who needed such a gem 
To ward off evil. 

He paid me a hefty amount. 
I was rich. 

Now, I can see my friends 
Frantically searching 
For the kind of dirty stones 
That made me rich. 



*My Teacher 


Then, 

He whispered into my ears 
The forbidden words, 

The secret 

He never wanted anyone to know; 

I was taken unaware. 

He said - 

He had no desire to live 
The kind of life he lived. 

He was a village schoolteacher 
Who lived by himself. 

A teacher does not live for himself, 
He activates future generations, 

His responsibility is immense. 

He knew that much. 

I told him to be with me, 

His favourite student. 

Soon he went into a shell 


And entered me. 



This happened 
When I was a child 
Seventy years ago. 


Since then, 

Residing within me, 

He has made me learned and wise. 



^Numbers 


And finally, 

We were the two left, 

Me and I, both watchful 
Still battling with our fate at stake, 
Repeatedly throwing the dice 
With more and more force, 

And gambling away 
Our awareness and mind, 

Our sight and might, 

And chaste designs 
For the sake of numbers 
No one can ever possess, 

Where the smaller denominations 
Get included in the bigger ones; 

We have already crossed the Rann, 
That hot and arid wilderness, 

In the hunt for those numbers 


At Dholavira. 



*An Ode To Darkness 


O Darkness! 

You are present from the beginning. 
You occupy this wide universe 
Permanently. 

I am the son of a learned person 
Aware of the modifications 
Each life must experience. 

Even though I dwell in light 
Where ever light does not reach 
I can see you. 

I do not fear you. 

I see you through my mind, 

The mind is that which has desires. 
My act of seeing you covers you. 
Whatever I see projected 
Upon you 

Does not last forever. 



0 Darkness! You neither change nor age 

Existing as you do now 

From before the beginning of time, 

You are the eternal bond. 

Of what use is the light that shines if it instils 
fear 

Makes me hide in your folds, 

The same light that also tells me about grief 
Makes me seek relief in you. 

Light can hide you, 0 Darkness, but 
You cannot conceal light. 

You are my origin, 

One day, seeking a merger with you 
I will walk towards you. 



*Eerie Silence Of A Windowless 
Room 


Within the closed confines of my windowless 
top-floor room 

Hidden in a dark corner away from the door the 
room's only opening, 

That had never allowed the light-rays to enter 
to brighten the room 

Sits bent and folded a brooding silence not to 
be heard or talked about 

Within the wide and narrow array of ordinary 
senses which create new worlds. 


As though seeking a companion and waiting for 
all noises to settle down soon 

That silence, patient it is, does not push or 
nudge, tease or tear, for there is 

No one who can hear its speech if it were to 
speak, and there are displayed 

Its language, words, idioms, logic, and 
reasoning that when combined 

Give it a form that is otherwise difficult to 
comprehend and replicate. 



I spend time in that windowless room and 
expect the door to be opened 

By someone who could speak the same 
language without uttering a single word 

That depicts any sound or tweet, harsh or 
pleasing to my hearing and feel, 

And for me to respond to the silence which by 
now is aged and distorted, 

Enable me to hear and address, and revive my 
drooping dozy self. 



*At Lothal, City Of The Dead 


Today 

I have returned to where I belong, 

I stand in my ruined past 

Amidst the burnt roofless low brick-walls; 

Rubble litters the empty streets. 

There is no fire in the kitchens, 

No water in the basins; 

No doors and windows; 

No dust clouds; 

No people and tellers of heroic tales either. 

The trees that stand beside me 

Stand on guard still and silent, 

There is no rain or wind 

To brush the dust off their leaves 

And the sun rays beat down harshly. 

The dead are not here anymore to scare, 

Those who once lived and breathed here are 
gone, 

And no stray mongrels roam in their search. 



The dock is dry as is the connected river, 
No ship has docked or sailed ever since 
I had left Lothal four millenniums ago. 
For whom should I shed my tears? 

I know no one and, my story is brief. 

I was alone then 

And I am alone even now. 



*About Bees and Birds 


Intrigued by the constant hum of the bees 
Gathering honey 

And the chirping of the singing birds 
I left my room and stepped outside; 

I found the air had a different smell and feel. 
Actually, 

I wanted to know about love, 

What it promises beyond its spelling and 
sound. 

I wanted to explore its essence, 

What it means beyond the reach of my heart. 

Persons like me who have never experienced 
love 

Neither speak about love 

Nor can they express or spread love, 

Their hands are already full 

Untangling the strands of being alone binding 
them. 

Perched on a branch of a pomegranate tree 
There is the mynah that had once peeped in 



Wanting to educate me about love. 

Then I had only heard that there is love 

A sublime noble feeling 

Permanently ensconced in the hearts and 
minds of living beings. 

I was not so sure about this 

Therefore, I had shooed off the bird. 

Now, 

I stand before the same bird 

Asking to know about love that transcends all 
barriers. 

The mynah has asked me to taste the honey 
the bees collect 

And also 

Transcribe the songs the songbirds sing. 

That love is the rhythm subsequently felt, it 
said. 



*Lost Identity 


I have a given name 

But all the while 

At different hours of the day 

My friends call me by different names 

Each name coined to change me 

Re-do my premise 

They have not 

Now 

No one calls me by my given name 
It seems lost 

It no longer appears in any glossary 
Have I lost my identity? 

Have I ceased to exist? 

Even I do not remember that name 



*Not That I Care 


I created you to serve me 
To be with me 
Without you 

With my breath and pulse 
My actions do not vibe 
There is no meaning or purpose 
They do not rock my world 
With any jolt or pace 
Rhyme or reason. 

Not that I care 

If ever I lose you, 0 Hope 

I know 

You will never abandon me 
You will always return 
To keep your grip on me 
On my works 
And their outcomes 
To ease my burden, 

My life. 



*My Dreams 


It has started to crumble, 

The castle I built in my dreams. 

I can see its ramparts tumble, 

Its windows and gates shatter, 

All this will soon be a pile of dust. 

No one will dig out its ruins, 

There will be no ruins. 

Such are my dreams 
They are light, 

Sometimes nasty. 

Are they? Can they be re-worked? 

I could not. 

Only last evening I told my wife 
I had been to Paris for shopping. 

Where are the gifts you had promised? 
She screamed. 

I did not tell her I was dreaming 
Had I 

She would have swooned. 



*My Unease 


I was tense. 

Something was amiss, 

A heartbeat perhaps 
Or a light sensation 
That touched the heart. 

My eyes did not detect 
Any change. 

They could not have, 

They did not see inwards. 
There was no light. 

I had kept my doors open 
For fresh air to blow in 
To replace the stale, 

I have possibly failed. 


Why am I lost? 



I am not myself, 

I am not able to perceive 
The truth. 

Where are the birds gone? 
Outside, 

They were singing a song, 

In words that described my past. 
I can recollect those words 
To write a new song 
Soothing and sweet. 



*The Knock at My Door 


The knock at my door 
Revives my fears, 

Makes me shake and shiver, 

Do you know why? 

Because I am lazy 
I do not exert. 

He will make me leave my comforts, 
He will make me walk and run, 

This I detest. 

I do not want to chase dreams. 

He is the dream peddler, 

The one who knocks at my door. 



*Long Sleep 


There is a small crowd surrounding me 
With me lying on the floor on a straw-mat. 
People gathered are staring at me 
Talking in a low voice. 

I heard someone say 
That I had died late last night 
When they were fast asleep 
And could not see me die. 

Death is painful, they said. 

They seemed very pleased 
Because 

When I died, I did not disturb their sleep. 

I did not call out for help. 

The milkman found me lying on the floor dead. 
And now, 

I miss the wetness in the air; 

People usually weep when a dear one dies. 

No one has shed any tear; 

No one has mourned my death. 



To them 

My death was a forgettable event. 
And, I made no attempt to rise, 

I felt very tired and relaxed; 

I wished to enjoy the long sleep 
That has come my way. 



*Pain 


Pain purifies, he said; 

Inflict pain on yourself. 

Why should I? 

I despise torture, 

I dislike hate and bloodshed, 

I have done to me no wrong 
To suffer self-inflicted pains. 

I know not the grammar of life, 

My responses are uncertain, 

The obvious is difficult to perceive, 

The moments of my quietude are brief, 
My mind does not rest, 

These pains I already suffer, 

Now, what else? 



*Walk With Him 


I know, 

Someone has walked past me 
Silently invisibly. 

I know him, 

I can sense his presence, 

There is seen his mark upon the air 
That now moves about briskly 
Around me. 

He could not have walked alone, 

No one does, 

He could never be alone 

Unless his thoughts had deserted him; 

His thoughts were for me. 

His thoughts are for me alone 
I know, 

I can never be alone, 

But 

Did I walk with him past where I stood? 



Conclusion 


My very existence has made me suffer no end. 

Left alone to converse with the blank walls of 
my room 

Each morning I have asked 
When will I be free? 

When will the gate and the windows open for 
me 

To see the outside world filled with people and 
things 

And to gauge the outcome of joy and pain 
Writ large upon the canopy called the sky, 
Ignore all protests and threats, 

Relearn to walk and talk, 

Seek fresh adventures and be ready to fly. 

I was born free. 

No sooner I opened my eyes I became aware 

And found me in a narrow room built by my 
mind; 

I could not demolish the mental walls 



Without damaging my mind. 

Held captive by hunger and thirst 

I have struggled with my memories and 
instincts 

That line the alley I intend to explore, 

It has only one opening. 

I know I cannot run away from my mind, 

I hear no footfalls, 

I have no need to beg or pray, 

I am a prisoner chained to my mind's walls, 
Here I have to decay and die. 

Words no longer guide or surprise me, 
There are no songs for me to sing 
And 

The surrounding silence cannot comfort me. 



*End Of The Race 


Suddenness shines 
Where the hurried crawl 
Inch by inch 
Minute by minute 
And only for them 
The bait waits 
Securely tied 
To a tallish pole 
That has its top 
Split and frayed 
Wrapped to that 
A ribbon sleek 
Black and white 
Gently floats 
Signaling to all 
The end of the race 
In a shady way. 



*Caretaker 


While I slept 
I felt a sharp nudge 
At my right side, 

It brought me awake. 

A face I knew 
Peered down at me, 
Asked me to vacate 
The bed I occupied. 

He needed it, he said, 
The caretaker of daylight 
Very tired and burnt out. 
He wasn't happy, 

He knew why 
He had disturbed me, 
The patient groper 
Of the dark nights 
And their secrets, 

He could not banish. 



*Only For Me 


I can feel your love 
In the air that flows 
Around me. 

I can feel the warmth 
In the songs, you sing 
Arousing me. 


I can feel the depth 
Of the love you have 
Only for me. 



*Skyfall 


Like I said, 

One day the sky will fall on us, 
It will come crashing down. 
Has that day arrived? 

The sun is burning brighter, 

Its heat can melt the glue 
Fixing the sky to its base 
That is a thin mesh. 

With the sky removed 
I can clearly see 
What all lies in Beyond. 

I shall wait for 
The sky to fall. 



*The Connect 


Firm it up, 

It connects us 
To ourselves 
And the world 
That we see 
As one 

Aware and pulsating 
And repeatedly 
Feel its rhythm; 

We know 
Love binds us, 

It is the living hinge 
That connects us 


Makes us move. 



*Ache 


I woke up late 
The sky overcast 
The Sun did not shine 
Upon my face 
The warmth I needed 
Was not there 

And the chirping of the birds 
I did not hear 
The knock on the door 
Told me 
I must rise 

The morning cup of tea 
Has arrived 

Its warmth is not the warmth 
I yearn 

I need my eyes 
To open wide 
Take in all sights 
Revive me 



And make me ruminate 
Gather stray memories 
Retie their knots 
And find my voice 
To speak out my heart 
About my desire 
About my want 
About my love 
Only for you 
That stays congealed 
In the dark space 
Within my heart 
Waiting for you 
I have no place to hide 
I am astir 
I have the fire 
The longing for you 
Burning within me 
It gives me warmth 
Makes me move 
And retain the urge 



To seek you 
I seek you 

The morning is still young 
Please call my name aloud 
For me to hear 
And locate you. 



^Needed Death 


Only those 

Desirous of worldly things 
Pray for a long life, 

I never did. 

Long life is a bane 
As are all worldly things. 

I never dreamed 
I would live this long, 

Suffer endless pains 
That do not subside. 

Had my life been brief 
Most mental and physical pains 
I would not have suffered. 

I had prayed 

For a brief and active life, 

My prayers remained unanswered. 
And now, for a very long time, 



Helpless, 

I have sought and desired death, 
Death alone can end my suffering. 
But, 

My restless mind is not willing to die 
And, 

Death is avoiding me. 

I know 

If I were to shut down my mind 
Death will soon creep up to me 
To free me from my pains. 

Now I pray 

Someone must quickly teach me 
The way to silence my mind. 



^Patience 


Dimly shines the moon in her tearless eyes 
Highlighting the pain, she endures 
While she waits for the return of happy times 
She cannot forget even if she tried, 

Her eyes scan the horizon and the sky. 

No smile plays on her colourless dry lips, 

The fountain of tales that had always 
overflowed 

Is also dry, the words she spoke are silent, 
Even the tall trees do not make the wind sing, 
She survives because of her memories. 

As she sits at the window surveying her world 
The dos and don'ts play their roles, 

She knows time must move on, 

Over-ride all pretences and joys; 

Her world must pulsate and make things count. 



*The Trick 


When I gazed at my palms 
I did not see my cheerful face 
Only a faint shadow swept by 
As though I did not exist 

In broad daylight 
Sunbeams hide their flaws 
In nooks and narrow clefts 
I can never be visible to me 



*Fatal Blow 


The dagger was new and shiny, 

It was long and sharp, 

It proudly pierced my heart, 

I felt no discomfort or pain 
As it parted my ribs, 

Only a sort of wetness of a bloody kind. 

I died rather peacefully, 

Without raising a cry for help. 

At that moment 
Only one thought, 

One thought pestered me - 
I had been foolish, 

My greed had killed me; 

I wanted to own everything 
Other than my faults. 



*0n A Sunny Afternoon 


On a sunny afternoon 

I sat in my wicker chair 

Reading a letter 

Posted some three months ago 

When winter had just drawn its fangs 

And compelled the air 

To bite sharp and deep 

Into my skin and mind. 

The paper I hold is still cold, 

The written words, icy and shrill. 

I am accustomed to reading 
More bad words said about me 
The good ones are few, 

To my surprise 

The letter I hold in my hand contains 
Many words of praise. 

I usually earn praise 

When I do nothing and stay idle 



Daylong 

Week after week. 

Small pleasure. 

I have not seen Paradise, 

My retired life cannot be any different. 

But my friend who wrote this letter 
Is not happy, 

His name is not in the list of state awardees. 
He is disappointed, 

He is a good writer though. 

I love reading his poems, 

I must pay him a visit. 



*It Has No Name 


In a darkened room, 
Between two walls 
In a deep recess 
Covered by a thick curtain, 
A shadow lurks. 

It fears light, 

Fears the call 
To emerge 

Which would mean for it 
A certain death. 

It cannot survive light, 

It will soon evaporate 
Without a trace; 

Therefore, it has no name, 
It melts away. 



^Annoyance 


Surprisingly, 

You still talk in riddles; 

They are old and mouldy. 

Your laughter and tears 
Have not refreshed them. 

They make our lives 
More complicated, 

They are a ruse. 

Do not make me infer 
The impossible 
To solve them 

And lose everything that exists. 
Do not irritate me. 



^Distance 


You faced a problem 
You say, 

I had blocked you. 

You could not talk to me 
About yourself; 

You found me talking to me 
Open and frank 

About my experiences with you, 
As though to a trusted friend. 

Of course, you know 
I am closest to me 
When I am not with you. 

0, my aspirations! 

Do not crowd my wit, 

Bear with me, 

Why make me stay away. 



*My Name 


And the last word he uttered 
Was my name 
And then 
He died 

He was not old enough to die 

Nor had he wished to die 

He died with my name on his lips 

It was cruel of him 

Till then no one knew me 

He had made me immortal 

Late in the day 

When the Sun was about to set 
And I needed sleep 
I could not sleep 
That night 

There were no dreams to lure me 
Everyone knew my name 
He had disclosed my identity 
This disclosure kept me awake 



This knowledge made me wish 
I had died too 
All memories die 
On wearing the cloak of death 
He did not want to think of me 
Not even my name 



*Wait 


He was in great pain, 

His eyes told me all 
About his suffering and toil 
That he took in his stride 
In his repeated long run 
To the other side 
That he thought was richer 
And bright. 

He did not complain, 

He had no reason to. 
Confident of his reach 
He could turn the tide 
He knew that I knew 
He will bide his time. 

His eyes are dry. 



^Reflection 


My garden of delight, variously hued, 
Some eager dolts often invade it, 
They want to be heroes 
Victorious in battles. 

They will soon trample the grass, 
Uproot flowerbeds, 

Slay imagined foes and demons 
With their shiny swords. 

Years ago, 

I would have been one of them, 

I am wiser now. 

These invaders 

And their demons roaming about 
Do not bother me. 

Those that hide within me 
Scare me - 
My fears and doubts; 

These I cannot see with my eyes. 



*The Encounter 


On meeting you 

I have experienced the Immeasurable, 

The genuine feeling of totality 
And the eternal sense of release 
As the fulfilment of all longings 
And desires, 

I have nothing more to achieve. 

Your silence has given me this experience. 
You have watched me grow, 

Now in silence, I too stand before you 
Not feeling any pleasure or pain. 

You have made me actionless 
Therefore I do not move 
And I cannot be moved 
There is no urge left within me. 

I am contented just as you are. 

After a long wait 
I met you last night 

At the close of my life's seventy-fifth year. 



*His Fault 


His fault, you say 
It is grave, 

Unpardonable! 

He has aged gradually 
That is his only fault, 

He did not want to grow old, 

Having aged 

He has become anonymous. 

He knew, 

No one cares for the old, 

No one remembers them, 

No one comforts them. 

And, 

He could not avoid growing old 
Nor could he delay this process. 

He could have sought an early end, 
He did not. 

He thought he could be famous, 

He desired immortality, 



He aimed at the impossible. 

This morning 

I saw him shuffling between two rooms 

One room was brightly lit-up 

The other left dark to confuse him, 

The ruse did not work, 

He remained uneasy. 

He did not deserve a punishment. 



^Renunciation 


My friend, 

Strong-willed he was, 

He had surrendered. 

He tried to change 
In his favour 
The course of Time. 

He remains impatient 
Though. 

He did not want me to intercede, 
He did not call out for me. 

He knew I have aged with Time, 
Although he believes, I can 
I have never thought 
Of changing its course 
To suit me; 

I never will. 

What next? 

More he contemplates 
More uncertain is his wait. 



^Daydream 


He could not scratch his head 

He wore a colourful headdress 

Starched stiff 

He adjusted it 

But to his annoyance 

The itch persisted 

He could not remove his turban 

The Sun had climbed high 

The desert sand was unbearably hot 

There was no shade for relief 

He had even left his staff behind 

He has come to meet her all alone 

At this place without her knowing 

She would find him he knew 

The daydream he had abandoned 

Long ago 



*Seek Out 


Come with me, he said 

I am off to the mountains 

In search of peace and happiness 

Not found anywhere else 

I did not accept his invitation 

Peace and happiness exists everywhere 

Even where I stand, I told him 

He was not convinced 

He was eager to conduct a search 

In the mountains 

He did not go 

He had never tasted peace 
And happiness 

How would he know he had found them? 

I took him to a potter 

Spinning his wheel 

I find peace and happiness 

As the wheel spins, the potter said 

My friend did not understand 



I asked him to fetch a mirror 
He did 

Now look into the mirror 

If you see your face in it 

You have a long way to go 

If you see nothing not even your face 

You have found peace and happiness 

With these words, I left my friend 

He was staring at the mirror 



*An Outing 


I did not hesitate 
As I headed south 
On the familiar route 
That took me seawards 
Where the golden sand 
Supporting tall coconut trees 
Waited for me 
All along 

I did not harbour doubts 
Nor any fear 
I was confident 
Gradually 
Time passed 

Whereas the days got heated 

It did not rain 

And 

Although I did not lose my way 
I did not reach the sea 
I did not get to feel 



The golden sand 
The Wind and Light 
Had forsaken me 
The tour guide 
The much-knotted thread 
I held in my hands 
A sudden gust of wind 
Blew it away 



*Abode 


Atop the low green hill 

My house painted white 

With doors and windows in blue 

The roof red-tiled 

Bathed in sunlight 

Stands out 

I live there alone 

It is not my home 

In there, no one receives me 

No one sees me off 

When I stare at its walls 

The house stares back at me 

No questions asked 

Nerves not strained 

Silence reigns 

My life goes on 

According to familiar lines 

Quiet 

Unperturbed and un-noticed 



*The Uncaring Magistrate 


Off to the dungeon Rogue 
With your foul breath 
You have sullied my court, 
Shouted the Magistrate, 

I am sparing your life 
Spend it there, he concluded. 
The previous night 
In the local tavern 
I had wined and dined 
Also created a major ruckus 
Broke one or two bones 
Failed to stand on my legs 
And suffered bruises. 

The Magistrate 
Did not like my face 
It was grime-covered 
He had not seen it before, 
The sparkling teeth, 

The sharply chiselled face 



Men envied and made women swoon. 
Only I needed to shave my beard, a bath 
And a set of fresh clothes, 

He should see me then. 

He did not permit me, 

The uncaring Magistrate. 



*Goodness 


The last words, he said; 

Hear me speak of the goodness 
That is in you 

That you do not know about 
You never cared about, 

The evil left in you has not let you feel 
The rhythmic twinkle of the stars 
That enlivens your mind 
That adds fragrance to flowers 
Creates ripples on streams and lakes 
And lets you sleep peacefully 
In reward of your kindness and love 
That makes others gladly live. 



*He Wept 


It was a severe setback. 

He had lost everything that was his, 

The only thing he valued. 

He had lost belief in his being, 

And convinced he was because 
He was not where he ought to be. 

Pithy darkness now covered him, 

He knew no new day would dawn for him. 
His head resting on his knees 
He squatted shedding tears, 

Copious tears. 



*1 String Her Gently In My Mind 


As she approached me, she covered her face 
With a veil which failed to hide 
The many scars left by Time. 

Her eyes bespoke her journey's tale 
Ridden with doubts conjured by dreams 
Pricked by fears and jealousy. 

She had travelled along the very path 
I had knowingly walked to help her stay; 
Aware she is of my destiny. 

She is the meaning of the written words 
I use to express and convey my thoughts; 

I string her gently in my mind. 

The words I write will forever live; 

She will stay with me till the end of Time, 

My caring muse of poetry. 



An Ode To My Goddess 


After I die there will be no one to love you the 
way I do 

Nor dream or think about you; 

No one will then speak to you the words that 
fill my mind 

Nor look at you the way I still do. 

We may have ignored our deepening wrinkles 
and swiftly greying hairs; 

We may have together matured and grown old; 

And with our faith in us not changed by the 
whims of the changing world 

Sought each other dreaming the same dreams 
of our ageless world, 

When I am gone, there will be no one to take 
care of 

My long stretch of memories about you and our 
playful togetherness: 

I need not worry, 

Even though I am not timeless 

For me, you are eternity personified, 

You are the goddess I have silently 
worshipped; 



You have made me forget all else but you; 

And, I know you will never die, 

All my memories about us will remain safely 
entrenched within you. 



*An Old Ode To The Wind 


Make, for the Sun and me, a spacious pathway 
to travel 0 Wind! 

I am the thought-impulse and he the giver of 
light; 

Allow us to retrace the footsteps and feel the 
bond 

To experience the affluence long-withheld; 

Far and far-reaching indeed are your favours. 


Release us from the upper bonds and untie the 
lower one; 

Pay heed to our calls and appreciate our 
longing for help; 

Fill up our sails and lead us beyond the range 
of light; 

In the sky, heavenly fires are all burning 
bright. 


We wear your robes and sing in celebration of 
your endless strength; 

The leaves, the waters and the sands await 
your instructions; 



Ask them to stay still and not disturb our aim; 
Do not let them laud the unworthy strains. 


Undo the drought and let rapturous joy spread 
and rule; 

Remove the gathered dust dimming visible 
radiance 

And in a single flourish re-burnish the old 
golden hue covering all space; 

May not your nimbleness curb our zeal 0 Wind 

Blow away all cobwebs of doubt and 
apprehension. 



*An Ode To Fire 


O Fire, the resplendent illuminator worthy of 
being seen, 

You shine in all dawns because of truth and 
justice; 

You shine being full of knowledge emerging as 
rising upwards, 

Lighting up all directions in the worlds open or 
hidden. 

Because you know the future, you burn at the 
behest of time 

As the guardian of all that which exists and the 
right path, 

As the forward-looking first to behold the 
universe, 

United with the Sun you pervade all events and 
things. 

0 Fire, as you persistently sizzle and roar 
Give me the words that please you most. 

Make me sing the glory of the ultimate truth. 
Make me aware of your glory. 

Keep my mind purified and impelled 

That I may practice with you steady thinking 



And shine alongside me all the while. 



^Disdain 


I know 

I am not in the crowd 

Missed I will be by those who need me; 

I maybe ravaged by reckless desires 
That I never did invite, 

I would still prefer to loiter here and there. 

I am vulnerable. 

In the wide-open, I cannot hide from the evil 
gaze 

Of the grand multitude 

Driven by greed, jealousy, and hate that can 
affect me; 

I have no wings to fly 
But I cannot stay indoors, 

Its four walls cannot cover me, 

They cannot also hold me back 
And I am not afraid. 



The world outside vies with the world within 
me, 

Both are dear to me; 

The otherness they cause by their struggle 
Frequently leads me astray; 

It makes my life motivated, 

Creates many twists and turns 
To complicate and excite me; 

In these confronts 

Who ultimately wins does not bother me. 



*A Connection Redefined 


He said - 

'I know you to be the gentle waft 

That has touched me with its varying swings of 
mood/ 

I was then busy ruffling the trees 
And watching the branches, shaken and torn, 
Drop their blooms upon the grassless ground. 
But he knew me to blow intermittently, 

At times hot and other times cold, 

Convinced about my changeability 

Like that of the flickering flame 

Of a lighted lamp placed near the window sill. 

Though admit I must, and I do, 

My gentleness is not the gentleness of the 
doves 

Or the tenderness of the flower petals, 

But a cover for my determination 



An effort to seek and feel the unreachable 
Bends and sounds. 

While I have remained the same everywhere, 

I have roamed the glades surrounded by leafy 
trees 

And cooled the hot jagged desert-sand, 
Admired the loftiness of snow-clad peaks, 
Streamed with rivers nourishing the plains 
And rode the waves and churned the seas. 

These are not merely the swings of mood 
But my efforts to gather my wispy trails, 

My attempts to expose the unspoken words, 
Define my being in simpler terms 
And end the confusing plurality. 



*A Peep Into My Mind 


A moment ago 
The bright sun 
Peeped into my mind 
Lighting it; 

I wonder what it saw. 
Many sagging hopes, 
Broken dreams, 
Indolent aims, 

A doubting pride, 

And a madly piled 
Confusion, isn't it? 

No. 

It only saw 
A laborious mind 
That needed a respite. 



^Avoiding Fears 


Mother! Why is the night always so very dark? 
It fills me with fears I do not comprehend. 

Why must I close my eyes and invite sleep? 

Tell me! Why must I forget and then dream? 

Hold me close to your breast and not put me to 
bed, 

Without you, these dark times I cannot survive. 
Let me hear your heart pound the familiar way; 
It protects and lulls me to a deep long sleep. 



*Beyond The Hills 


Why did you hesitate? 

You held on to my hand 
And looked at me for long 
With deeply wounded eyes 
That showed the nagging pain 
And your efforts to seek relief 
From the bout of dithering 
And incessant doubting 
That has plagued you ever since. 

You have asked for your place 
Amidst the gathered crowd 
Eager to hear and weigh 
The songs of love you brought 
From a far-off cheerful land; 

Their words are clear and sound 
And your fingers strum the strings 
And dig the common notes 
And make all lonely hearts 



Quickly flutter and sing. 


A roan horse nearby stands 
With its saddle touched with gold; 
It is ready to take us both 
Over the yonder knolls 
Beyond which the birds fly low, 
The flowers remain in bloom 
The deer romp about 
In wait for you and me. 



Hunger 


'Pick up your pen, my friend, 

In a single word write on my palm, 

What actually ails you?' 

I had asked, 

He complied. 

I looked at my palm and there written on it 
was 

That one word I had never wanted to see. 

My friend was sincere when he wrote thus, 

He knew what he had written for me to read 

I have known him ever since both learnt to 
crawl. 

Curious and eager, 

We have shared our experiences as we 
matured. 


Therefore, 



I do not doubt his understanding and 
judgment, 

I know he cannot be wrong. 

I even grabbed a towel, 

Moistened it to erase that word, 

I have not been able to rub it off my palm. 

That one word my friend had written I cannot 
hide 

Has slowly begun to haunt me, 

Shake my faith and belief. 

To ease my pain 
I must reveal that word to you - 
That word is - 'Hunger'. 

Hunger is Death. 



*Do Not Leave Me 


Sweet dreams! 

Stay with me beyond the rise of the new day. 

Have no fear; the sun will not scald your 
wispiness; 

It will not affect your moonlit tenderness; 

I have asked the sun not to harm you. 

Do stay with me. 

You have come to me after a long wait 
Given me joy. 

How can I lose you now after you have filled 
my eyes and mind! 

You have shown me what I wanted to see 
everywhere, 

The colours of love bright and beautifully 
displayed. 

Do not leave me ever, 0 Sweet dreams. 



^Blissful Hope 


You have sown the seed of happiness 
In my garden rich of soil, 

Come Spring that plant will bloom and spread 
Most pleasant smell and joy, 

The clouds will gather and shade the buds 
From day-time's fiery heat; 

Then you and I wanting to sleep 
Can find the cozy grass 
That's lush and green 'n' fresh and wet 
Laid out as satin moss. 

My hopes and dreams, my life's delight, 

Along with yours will read 

Our heartiest tales of faith and bliss 

Written in the sky. 



^Drenched In Light 


He said - 

'Take hold of my hand, 

Have no fear; 

I shall lead you to the source of light.’ 

I was thrilled and could not suppress my 
delight; 

I had eagerly waited, 

For freedom from the darkness that covered 
me, 

Invaded and held me in a bind. 

I felt his assuring hand; it was warm and 
friendly, 

As was his voice. 

I could not see him 

Did not know where we stood; 

I asked him - 

'I have not known light as yet; 

Brightness could hurt me. 

What would I gain on knowing the source of 
light? ’ 



I could feel a slight tremor and tightening of his 
hand; 

He was battling a thought. 

I heard him explain - 
'Light aids visibility 
While it conceals Darkness. 

Once the source of light is crossed 
Both - Light and Darkness cease to exist, 

To overcome pleasure and pain 
And conquer Life and Death.’ 

I gripped his hand and found myself 
Drenched in light. 



^Drowning 


Everyone asked 
Who covered his face? 

Why is the lifeguard still asleep? 
There in the deep water 
Float the three who want to live 
They will certainly drown soon. 

Why does he not wake up? 

Why has he not heard their cries? 
Who will save the poor three? 
Shouted the agitated crowd. 

A voice broke out, 

'Papa, he does not move 
The lifeguard does not move/ 

The boy's father climbed up the sta 
'Yes, the lifeguard does not move, 
He is not alive.' 

Why did he die? 

Who could have saved him? 


No one seemed to know 



The gathered soon melted away 
Leaving the three to drown. 



*Elation 


The azure sky 
Burnished and clear 
Waits for light 
To reveal the truth. 

Truth remains 
Covered by gold 
The golden glow 
Shuts the eye. 

This noble sight 
Meets the eye 
As the early morn 
At each sunrise. 



^Grammar Of Life 


And, 

The people gathered below my window roared 
in approval, 

They were happy and no longer confused; 

I had shown them the way to balance their 
thoughts and words 

And synthesize sound for proper extraction of 
its meaning; 

I had taught them the grammar of the mind. 

I had revived their urge to know and learn. 

I was happy too. 


And then, 

A child hidden within me raised his head 
And asked - 

'Of what avail is this grammar if the grammar 
of life is not known?’ 

I had anticipated many questions but not this 
one, 

The child within me had not lost his way, 



He knew about the struggles that life held in 
store, 

And about the uneasiness, 

And he knew about the tussle of the mind with 
life 

That involved the belligerency of two opposite 
forces. 

I knew the child within me had lost his 
innocence, 

He had seen my efforts to overcome my being. 



^Escape 


Not far from the bay's shore with a book in 
hand 

I don a worried smile and stand to brave the 
biting wind, 

There lies the island that was coloured more 
emerald than plain green 

Where the houses built with jewel-studded gold 
bricks lined up the streets, 

Neatly shaded and filled with laughter, 

Criss-cross the well-fed towns peopled by the 
mighty and the bright. 

Valmiki has said such a place does exist ruled 
by a tyrant; 

He also spoke about the war, general 
destruction, and the death 

Of that ruler and his evil clan. 

I wonder how and why the mighty and 
intelligent of that land 

Allowed suchlike creatures to rule. 

Behind me, I can still hear the woeful cry of 
hunger and pain, 


The same that I suffer 



And wait for the boat to take me across the 
bay. 



*End of A Tryst 


Last night he did come to me 
He did not say why 
He did not appear sad 
He did not want to speak 
I did not dare ask why 

He was my elder and a wise one 

He had taught me the way 

To walk the path of life 

He had died more than thirty years ago 

I adore him as the lone God I knew 

He gave me life 

I have no other object of worship 

I need not have wondered 

Had I read the signs prominently displayed 

On the sky and the earth 

There was no tumult 


I need not have worried 



Had I been awake and seen him approach 
He is fond of me 
I was asleep then 

I sensed his presence I had come awake 
I knew he wants to take me 
To the place where there never is any night 
That the perpetual light will not blind me 
He had promised me 
He would come at the right time 
Accompany me on the last lap of my journey 
I could not tell him I was tired 

He was a good teacher 
He had kept me prepared 
I could surrender my mind 
I could control my breath 
I had no other preparation to make 



^Eternal Love 


Seven days will do 

Twenty is too many to woo her 

She can be mine 

Every day 

I shall send her a bunch of fresh roses 

Soaked with my love for her 

The roses will not wither 

They will smell the same all-day 

I shall stand in front of her window 

Sing to her new melodies fine 

And get a glimpse of her 

I know she knows me 

On the seventh day 

She will open the window 

Smile and wave at me 

I shall approach her then 

She will open the door 

And emerge dressed in her best finery 

And fall into my arms 



I shall hold her very close 
Enamoured by the radiance of her face 
The brightness of her eyes 
And the softness of her lips 
I know seven days will do to woo her 
She will be forever mine 



^Growing Old 


'Help me descend the staircase.’ 

I had asked; 

He took my hands and gently guided me, 

My grandson is my closest of friends. 

He knows about my sore back, 

That I suffer pain and much unease, 

Without my cane, I cannot walk around. 

He wanted to take me to the park 
To make me relish the evening breeze 
And meet his school-mates who lived nearby 
I did not protest. 

Soon I settled on a wooden bench 
Surrounded by pairs of inquisitive eyes; 

I could gauge their differing curiosity, 

They wanted the child in me to emerge. 

Only a child can read a child's mind; 

They quickly knew I was a child 
As careless and free as one can be; 



Those innocent eyes could find my start 
Hidden beneath the pile of congealed dust 
Many thousand years old, 

This is that made me old and shy. 

I did not close my eyes. 



^Flicker 


Using an old steel pliers 
He extracted the entire goodness out of me 
And hid it in a leather-pouch he carried 
I bled profusely 

The pent-up evil burst forth to attract more of 
it 

And the white marble floor was a dull grey 

Where I stood to wonder what else was there 

Inside me that I could easily lose 

There was hardly any goodness left to protect 
me 

I was worried 

My eyes sought the last flicker of twilight 

That seemed to have vanished all of a sudden 

But I did not see any evil or noble apparitions 

Floating about 

Fear had not set in yet 

The air had not acquired an acrid stink 

A stink rises from the soot-covered pot in 
which 



Brewed morbid thoughts stagnated 

Outside the leaves had yellowed 

And the talk was on to ignore me 

I had expected summons issued by the keeper 
of Time 



^Expectation 


Be brief 0 Wind, when you describe to me 

The outcome of your flow across lands and 
seas, 

About the people you meet, 

About their constant struggles, conflicts, and 
strife, 

About their plentiful dreams and lingering 
hopes, 

About their worn-out smiles and salty tears, 

About their words of praise, and anger and 
hate, 

About their fervent swells and listless waits, 

Describe to me all these while I sit in wait 

To hear you speak, 0 Wind, most eagerly. 

I have never been there where you have been 
many times before 

Nor seen those things that you have seen time 
after time. 


Silence greets me instead; I feel let down, 
You have declined my call 0 Mighty Wind, 



Even when I know the sustaining fact, 

You are the light and the life force, 

The sound and touch are your attributes 

You are stable as the sky you roam. 

Your refusal I find is sarcastic and sharp 
indeed, 

You blew over me as though I had no ears 

That I would not hear your scream loud and 
clear, 

Other than me who else is here with whom you 
can freely talk; 

I know you have, ignoring the roar of foaming 
waves, 

Asked Time to stay still, 

And also told the clouds to hide the luminaries 

When those possessed of eyes do not see or 
hinder, 

And you have gone by without telling me 
anything about 

Your recent dares that I had very much wished 
to know, 

But wait I shall for your return, 

0 Wind! 



^Finality 


And, thus it was - 

When I ventured forth to seek you, I faltered; 

My stride unsure I missed a step 

And stumbled, 

And upon reaching you 

I could not behold your presence, 

My dazzled eyes could not see you, 

I could not find words to hail, praise or 
describe you 

Or seek help or tell others of my strange 
plight; 

My lips were dry and painful, 

I could hardly breathe, 

My limbs were numb, 

And no longer was I hungry or angry; 

I was in emptiness I could not describe. 

I found 

That things I thought were mine were not so; 
There was a feeling of distinct nearness, 



But there neither was light nor darkness, 

There were stillness and an unspeakable quiet. 

I seemed to have lost my bearing and track of 
direction, 

I could not locate my starting point, 

I found all avenues closed for me; 

In your presence, I had reached the place of no 
return. 



*Heed The Voice Of Destiny 


I heed the voice of destiny; 

I know that voice; 

Muted thunder, 

It does not agitate hidden fears. 

The spell cast, 

Spots removed, 

Wrinkles eased, 

The clothes I wear now cover me. 

Dazzled are my eyes 
By the brilliance and glory 
Of what they see; 

The process of learning initiated 
My mind rejects dreams; 

It has found meanings in the heard. 

I know the Truth, 

0 Waters do fill me! 



Protect me 

I cannot see my body 
It should not die. 



*House On The River Bank 


There is the house on the riverbank amidst 
thick trees, 

It has been my home all my life come rain or 
sleet, 

The river-waters splash in a rhythm I always 
follow 

The birds flying about tweet the songs I write; 

The fish dance while in search of love the 
butterflies 

They scamper hither and thither flaunting their 
colours, 

Caressing and kissing each flower and the deer 
run about 

In the garden, my favourite place to rest 

My tired bones and sinews after walking up and 
down 

On the path leading to my home and towards a 
heath 

Where silence dwells undisturbed and peace 
prevails 

And some lonely men, like me, freely explore 
its spread; 



There, long hours I have spent inspecting a 
deep trough 

Filled to the brim with my old tattered wants 
and aims 

I have replaced them with new dreams I mean 
to realize; 

I can divulge my dreams only to those who 
seek to know. 



^Imprudence 


I never thought 
This could happen, 
While flying 
I had captured air 
By my wings 
And did not let it go, 
And fell. 

I saw a resume 
Of my life spent 
Meaninglessly 
Flash past. 

I was proud 
Of my being 
But could not stop 
My fall; 

I was indeed selfish, 

I intended to possess 
The air I rode. 



*1 Am Always Alone 


I have grown old, 

My hairs are all white, 

And my eye-sight is failing rapidly; 

I no longer trust my body. 

I am now left 

With the strength of my mind 
And the will-to-live 
Which make me think and reflect 
Over my past-experiences. 

The intimacy with myself is rent 

And I have never cared to inquire 

About the kind of world hidden within me 

I have never thought 

About my final moorings 

And I have never been informed 

About the sweet nectar of true happiness 

Available everywhere. 

I have tried to wander on my own 
And refused miracles, 



But where ever I go 

I swiftly follow me 

As if I exist yet do not exist, 

To remind me that I am always alone. 



^Intrusion 


A mysterious void 
Deep within me 
Awaits an intrusion 
I am game. 

My mind is light 
It has filled the void 
And scraped its inside 
Thoroughly clean. 

Mystery solved 
The same void now 
Surrounds me; 

It infuses fear. 

Come! Tell me 


Who will extract me? 



*Let's Talk 


Let’s talk about the world existing beyond the 
Sun, 

Beyond all thoughts, dreams, and imagination; 

Let’s talk about the world that is beyond our 
reach 

Controlled by a single invisible entity. 

Let’s talk about the world existing beyond 
beliefs and premise 

Beyond conjectures and wildest speculations; 

Let’s talk about the world beyond the range of 
sight 

Where only the sightless dare venture deep. 

Let’s talk about the world as the reason and 
base 

For the learned and the seekers to work and 
gain, 

Let’s talk about the world from where no one 
returns. 



*Lone Recourse 


Your fidelity is in doubt, 

Any mention of love and constancy 
Made referring to you, my love, 
Would it not have shamed you! 

You ask me to recite 

My plight of separation from you, 

That I cannot; 

I do not remember 

The pain I had suffered 

Even when watching you walk away; 

Ask me if you will - 

Whether I am eager to wait 

For your return. 



^Loneliness 


And, 

The woman, selling glass-bangles on the 
pavement across the street where I reside, 

Suddenly raised her head, looked at me with 
her left eyebrow arched and held high, 

And asked - 

'Why do you suffer loneliness?' 


I have lived here ever since I was born, and I 
knew this woman to be sensible, intelligent and 
educated, 

This world was her classroom and each trinket 
her teacher. 

Even the bangles she sold had told her about 
their brightness, transparency, and brittleness. 


But, I did not know why she found my 
loneliness intriguing. 

I had never spoken to her about the loneliness 
I enjoy. 

I have no surviving relative or any friend to 
talk to or about. 



Because I am in silent conversations with the 
mind 

I am never alone. 


When I told her this truth she slowly lowered 
her eyes, 

Quietly stared at her wares 
And smiled, 

To let me know about her loneliness. 



^Somewhere To Somewhere 


Somewhere here and there lie scattered my 
dreams 

That I had often revised to suit my needs and 
whims 

Such as sheer playfulness to anger, gaiety to 
shame. 


Somewhere in this wilderness lies buried my 
hopes 

For a better tomorrow, brighter days and life of 
ease 

Ready to tackle might with rights, wants with 
feelings. 


Somewhere rests in the darkest corner of my 
heart 

An unravelled notion of high being and 
foremanship 

I haven't cared to own, implement or seek its 
repair. 



Somewhere high-up atop a tall tree an eagle's 
nest 


Waits for the eggs to hatch, for the chicks to 
appear; 

Must I watch the hatchlings vie for food and 
notice? 


Somewhere high up in the snow-clad mountain 
chain 

My mind dives and soars as preying eagles 
often do 

Not in search of food but in search of a new 
thought. 


Somewhere in my mind, the churning of past 
deeds done 

A thought has begun to take shape and 
steadily grow; 

It is exciting, revolutionary, independent and 
progressive. 


Somewhere in the vast crowd, there is an 
eager person 

Ready to share, and study my thoughts and let 
me know 



The extent of its veracity, intensity and 
essence distilled. 


Somewhere though from far away, I still hear a 
sita"r strum 

The Raga BahaT at midnight during the season 
of joy; 

There is the spread of colourful delight for all to 
taste. 



^Relief 


My friend was narrating 
Her side of loneliness 
And, all of a sudden 
Without a word 

Walked away into the dark night. 

Then, 

I found her, 

Lit by starlight, 

Standing on the river bank, 

As it were, measuring the river flow; 
There were no tears in her eyes, 

She seemed reconciled. 

Fate could not always be cruel; 

She must wait for better times 
Which she knew was not far off 
Now that 

She had seen the dawn smile on her, 
In it seen his face aglow 



Like when he often crushed her in his arms 
She knew his love for her was alive. 

And quietly, 

She turned her face towards me; 

The glint in her eyes 
Betrayed her heartfelt relief. 



*The Third Eye 


The wind tells me - 'I am visible.’ 

I can feel the briskly moving formless air 
Brush by my side and touching me, 

Caressing and goading me; 

This much is its visibility. 

The air, the carrier of sound, is also formless. 

A conch-shell tells me - 'The sound I gather is 
visible.’ 

When I press that shell to my ear 

I can hear the gurgle and the gush 

Of water rolling down the hill-slopes, 

I can even hear the sounds of the rushing 
wind. 

This much is the visibility of sound. 

The rose tells me - 'The odour I spread is 
visible.’ 

I can smell its drifting scent carried by the 
wind. 



The bird now resting on a branch tells me - 

'The song I sing is also visible.’ 

I can hear the measured lilting notes of that 
song. 

This much is the visibility 

Of the aroma and the notes carried by the 
wind. 

All these are visible to me because of my mind, 
my third eye. 



^Seeking Reprieve 


They were a group of four, 
Variously seeking - 
Wealth, power, long life and fame; 
I was their guide. 

I had warned them 

Not to retrace their footsteps 

Fearing water and wind, 

The sprawling space, 

And the fiery tongues of fire; 

They paid no heed. 

They were impatient 
And could not wait, 

To which anxiety 
They soon succumbed 
And I did not save them. 


Here I am, 



At your doorstep, 
Worried and dazed, 
Seeking a reprieve. 



^Sideways Glance 


Your sideways glance tells us all 

Things we had done in haste have all gone 
wrong 

Efforts wasted 

We have achieved nothing we could boast 
about 

Utter failures we both have been we do know 
now 

We can already see the world laugh at us 
jeeringly 

The people gathered whom we trust 
They have not rejected us yet 
Methinks 

They mean to exploit our plight 

We ought to have clung to our ancient beliefs 

And not spiked our thoughts with turgid un¬ 
naturals 

Avoided facing the roaring waves of change 
headlong 

Held on to the dirty sheets covering our 
nakedness 



And not for a moment lost sight of the sinister 
flames 

Erupting from deep within 

We ought to have been patient 

We ought to have waited for our eagerness to 
subside 

And rechecked our aims 
My friend 

Your sideways glance says it all 



^Exertion 


No! 

Do not serve me your wine 
It is not as exciting as your eyes. 
I have come to forget forever 
My present and past 
And all my old dreams, 

A load that is difficult to bear. 
Help me build my memory anew 
That is elegant and easy, 

Does not have any dark side, 
Lightning flash or decorations 
Even so, filled with our love. 

My mind is yours 
Take hold of it, 

Carve it, as you will yours. 



^Forsaken Place 


The place where we often met 
Found each other young and dreamy 
Sat on the green grass 
In the shade of a mango-grove 
Spoke of love through our eyes 
Chose body touch to convince 
Convinced together gazed at the stars 
In search of one such cheerful world 
That would accept us as we are 
Peaceful, happy and full of love 
Alas! It is a deserted place now 
Not even a blade of grass grows 
There are no shade-giving trees 
No flow of wind that excites 
Maybe the stars have also dimmed 
The sky receded furthermore 
Even though we who loved still live. 



^Laughter 


I stand between two rivers 
That mocking logic and reason 
Flow in opposite directions 
And make me laugh; 

Stretching my arms wide open 
I keep my palms skywards turned 
To sense the rushing air 
And curb my laugh. 

The nights are invitingly gentle 
They offer peace and calm 
And a rejuvenating silence 
That makes me laugh; 

Sitting on a pile of sand 
While counting the lit-up stars 
I watch my shadow lengthen 
And loudly laugh. 



^Jewels In The River-bed 


'Pebbles, the jewels of the river-bed, 

Hardly move and do not shine during day¬ 
time,’ 

Said the little bird 

Perched on an over-hanging branch of a 
mango-tree 

Whose shadow now fell on the river's rippled 
surface; 

'They stay wet and muddy, 

About which the river-creatures do not 
complain; 

After nightfall, these jewels are not visible even 
to the very keen eyes.’ 

She added. 


I had just befriended the Koel, the dark Indian 
songbird. 

I had stood on the river's temple-side bank 

Taking in the Beas not in flood peacefully 
flowing, 



And marked my return to my paternal village 
after more than six decades; 

I had spent my childhood here, at times, 
picking up and storing these pebbles. 

Even though I have retired from service, 

My friend, Satnaam, still runs a bakery in the 
village; 

I have come to attend his daughter's wedding. 

When I left the village to continue my studies 
and then find my place 

He had gifted me three unique pebbles cleaned 
and dried; 

These three pebbles have remained with me 
wherever I have gone. 


He had then said - 

'Ravinder, this black shiny white-streaked 
pebble can be the object of your worship; 

It can relate you to your personal God; 

The green teardrop-shaped one is more 
expensive than diamond; 

It will reveal the good and the bad in you, and 
the intensity of your love and devotion; 

And lastly the third, which is milky-white with a 
few grey spots on it, 



It will make you inquisitive, healthy, wise and 
contented.' 

His explanation had not lasted more than four 
minutes; 

Satnaam, then almost my age, was a young 
wise child; 

It took a long while for me to realize this truth. 


From the first pebble, I learned about the 
various perspectives and viewpoints involved 

To realize the good qualities that exist and 
needed to be imbibed; 

This was my primal education; 

My learning prepared me for the knowledge of 
the opposites 

Signified by the green teardrop-shaped pebble; 

And by the milky-white one, 

The mastering of the process of knowing the 
opposites made me inquire more, 

Cleansed my mind, keeping it healthy and 
intense; 


My journey has not been easy. 



The pebbles I see on the river-bed need never 
shine; 

The live water flowing in the river has made 
them absolute; 

Watching this engagement has made me a 
possessor of fortune, 

I too, having discarded all other thoughts, am 
equally complete; 

I am these pebbles and also the water flowing 
over them; 

I am the same bird willing to guide. 



*Lost Memories 


This morning when I woke up 

I felt whatever I had was lost 

Try I did I remembered nothing, 

Not even my name and my home, 

Or my familiar street and its sign-post, 

The differently shaped doors and windows, 

Opening on either side 

Probably hiding the inane quietness and loud 
cheers, 

The laughter and the whispers, 

And the tracings of old meaningless social and 
physical conflicts 

That had always invited cultivated taunts and 
jeers 

Seen boldly etched 

On the grey surface of slates that line the 
block. 

Someone had stolen my memories, 

The memories that pleased me 



They were also those that pained me; 

These memories had helped me sort and count 
My days and nights, my needs and deeds, 

My rights and sights, hopes and dreams, 
Expirations and inspirations, 

And goaded me to live and let live; 

I never needed to have my memories erased. 
But as the sun is seen descending 
The person within me tells me - 
Not to lose faith 

But wait for the night to recast its spell, 

Recall my oft-repeated dreams; 

Dreams that are memories 

They join hands with open and hidden intents 

And revive old memories again and again. 



*Silence 


So be it 
I must hear 
The silence, 

I heard myself say 
Unto me 

It is destined 
I must hear 
The seldom heard 
Silence 

Meant to awaken 
The real me 

That silence 
Sharp and single 
I did hear 
It entered me 
And brutally 
Tore away 



From me 


My mind 

I was not injured 

At once 

I found my true self 
And savoured peace 

I needed 
Nothing else 



*Scent Of Rose 


Roses, 

Coloured pink and red 
And their rosy fragrance, 

They liven up my dreary world 
By adding love and zeal 
And making all else glow. 

But, their sturdy thorns, 

They too are present 
Deadly stiff and sharp, 

And tell a different tale 
Of danger and distress, 

Of varying pain and wrong, 
And divergent surmise. 



*The Void 


Across and beyond the baffling maze of 
torturous thoughts 

There is the void strange and fearsome, 

Dark and dingy, cheerless and seedy, dry and 
rabid. 

No one has tried to breach it 

Or fill it with ideas and dreams; 

Thus I was told when I had barely learnt to 
think aloud. 

Ever since, 

Failing in my attempts to locate it anywhere 
else outside 

I had long ago turned inwards 
And dwelled deep and deeper, 

With eyes closed and mind relaxed 
Blindly probed the pithy inner darkness 
In search of the invisible indicatory ray of light 
That leads the way; 

I found - 


This was indeed true 



That the kind of void which I could not 
ordinarily see 

Did exist polluted 

By my implorations and reservations amiss, 

Which void I had to cleanse, 

Make it agreeable to my unsteady urges 

That continues to block my view and my 
progressing maturity. 

I also found - 

I did not harbour any fear or anxiety, 

Doubt or misgiving, 

Or lost my nerve and hold, hope and standing; 

In some complicated way, 

I would have reached the place I needed to be. 

The verification I sought 

Was not an immediate essential 

The tastes and scents that lingered did not 
vary, 

And that, 

Regardless of purpose and faith, 

Purity and truth, 

Throughout the course of my existence 



The mind-created void would still exist. 
Therefore, with my being neatly sealed 
And left alone in my self-created wilderness 
I had no choice, 

I could not escape from myself. 



*To 


0 Pretty face, tell me how my love affects you, 

I cannot otherwise know about its truthfulness, 

I cannot have the measure of your attachment, 

I cannot have the feel of your sincere 
response. 

Your eyes are a deep mystery difficult to solve 

And your quivering lips let out no words that 
can 

Erase the accumulated doubts that plague my 
mind. 

Why do I harbour doubts at all I wonder and 
fret; 

Your aloofness and silence I am not able to 
bear; 

Your drooped eyelids seem to have shut the 
door 

That in a fit of frenzy I had opened wide to 
allow 

My thoughts and emotions to hold you close to 
me. 


How else could I have told you about my love's 
reach? 



How else could I have told that you are dear to 
me? 



*To my Wife 


Just as I thought, 

It was you who peered through 
The parted curtains you had stitched 
And saw me sitting at my desk 
Write a song to you; 

At once I knew, 

Inside you, 

You could hear me sing that song; 

My songs make you sway with their beat. 
Our love is surely not fragile; 

Strongly entrenched, 

It seeps through our pores, 

Scents the air with itself 
And enamoured 

We find ourselves in each other's arms 
Very closely held 
As though inseparable. 

And, now as always, 



The flamboyant gulmohar-flowers and the 
parakeets 

During the day-time, 

And the fragrant jasmines and the nightingales 
Through the night, 

Narrate our tale again, and again; 

They fill the air with our songs. 



*What If I Had Never Moved 


When I moved they thought the world would 
move with me, 

They were all narrow-minded, 

The parts of me that were fast asleep. 

They had closed their eyes and their ears too 

And did not wish to see me stir or hear my 
cries, 

But wanted the world to move with me 

After I had changed my demeanour to suit my 
pride; 

They were willing though to see me take this 
slide. 

What if I had never moved? 



*Valley Of Faith 


The peel of bells 
Resound in the valley 
Of faith 

Where there is no fear 
No doubt and no anguish 
But a serene flourish 
Of Belief 

Their sound, pause and rhyth 
Draws me to the place 
Where I will surrender 
All that I have 
I will reach there 
My mind attuned 
Will not protest 
Indeed 

It will seek me 
To merge with me 
And make me complete 



Once complete 
I will find my identity 
I must hasten my pace. 



^Vacant Sky 


Must I look at the vacant sky 

And deepen the rent I have already caused 

By my cries and screechy wails 

In tune with the thunder of the gods. 

I have used my eyes to scrape the sky, 

Nary a drop of blood is seen to flow 

Who will now sow doubt again 

Alienate once more the searched and found. 

The blueness of the sky cannot change; 

I see dark clouds gather, 

The solar heat that governs their birth 
It will not fade overnight. 


I must not look at the sky. 



^Vagueness Profound 


My mind infected by doubts and fears 
Unable to decipher even common words 
And unable to reveal the hidden truths 
Does not care to lend its helping hand. 

My heart affected by a feral defiance 
Much confused it seems has lost its way 
No longer able to maintain its rhythm 
Has made me ask - Whither I am bound? 

I stand listening to the sound of waves 
Trying to find the meaning I seem to miss 
The ebb and flow of the sea known to me 
It has made me probe its inviting depths. 

I do not wish to leave the cosiness of sleep 
Nor wish to wake up at each sunrise 
Or hold on to the strands of strewn thoughts 



Because of my various likes and dislikes. 


Light shadows slowly creep up the hill 
They blur the ruins lit up by the stars 
An owl hoots loudly for its mate 
A snake slithers up to the treetop. 



*Till They Shed Their Petals 


There are the sharp thorns 
Protecting the rose buds; 

I shall not touch those buds yet, 

I shall not risk shedding my blood 

But give the buds 

The needed time to open, 

Sprinkle scent, 

And show their colour 

To the bees and the butterflies 

That flutter about in wait. 

With the buds in full bloom 
I shall sit beside the roses, 

Admire their colour, 

Relish their fresh aroma 
And be inspired 
To write an ode in their praise. 
But I must act fast; 

I should not wait 

Till they shed their petals. 



*The Drift 


Go, 

Tell her - 

It is her indifference 
That has let my love for her 
Suddenly die; 

All my intense feelings and resolve, 
They too in tatters lie. 

It is time I must finally end 
My enduring wait, 

And forever destroy 
My hopes, longing, and dreams. 

Need I be angry? 

Need I be harsh? 

Need I punish myself? 

When I know - 

She is the one I deeply love; 

The very thought of her 
Brightens my day, 



All things appear pleasing and inviting; 

My countenance is cheerful 
And I have many tales to narrate. 

How can I ever forget her? 

I cannot end my wait - 
My hopes and dreams, 

They will survive to haunt me. 

I cannot end my wait - 

My voice will still echo and respond. 

I cannot remain quiet, 

The trend of my narration cannot change; 
Sobriety and sadness will prevail. 

Must I put up with this plight? 

The very thought - 
Whether she loves me or not, 

Does not bother me; 

I only know that I love her. 

Why should I fret? 

I can live with her memory. 



If you must go to meet her, my friend, 
Tell her nothing about me 
And my love; 

If she were to inquire 
Tell her - 
I do not exist. 



*The Pain 


The pain I endure O Mother it refuses to 
subside. 

I did not know about pain gifted to me at birth 
I had cried out aloud, 

Sought attention, help and relief; 

Your soothing touch made me forget the pain, 
I closed my eyes and embraced the darkness. 


Each moment I have lived ever since carries 
the scar 

Caused by the variety of pain peculiar to those 
moments; 

Happiness too has come my way but sparingly. 

The torment of pain has limited my range of 
vision, 

I am unable to accept, contradict or negate the 
proven and the unproven, 

I am unable to deliberate, reason or discern 

I am unable to turn back the clock that 
continues to tick 

Though I have always wanted to know - 



After planting the seed how had my father 
protected his self now within me? 

Why did he choose to experiment through me? 


My father was a good teacher, 

He had brought me awake and made me 
gradually aware 

Thus initiated in me the ancient quest to know 
and extend my finds; 

I know my existence, it is limited by space and 
time 

Abiding by his instructions, I have learnt and 
indeed grown wise. 

I know that birth is painful, life is painful and 
death is painful; 

I know that pain is at the roots of good and 
evil, 

As the prompter of all actions and discoveries, 

As the scarcely noticed cause of all emotional 
bonds; 

Therefore, I have boldly borne the pain of life 
But tell me, Mother, 

Why should I suffer the impending pain of 
death? 



I have travelled far over three scores and 
eleven years 

That I have lived 

My limbs are tired, and my body and mind 
endure pain, 

You are here with me. 

I want you to hold my hand, 

Help me close my eyes and seek anew 

The primaeval shelter that was mine, 

The familiar darkness I had left long ago. 



*The True Bend 


Yesterday, a feature ran 

From page to page 

That spoke about my breeziness, 

Extolling virtue of romance 
In simple words and loving feel 
That made my wings to sprout and spread 
To fly across strange hills and dales, 

And rivers and lakes, 

To richer fields and paradise, 

A virtual feast for open eyes 
To view the world as we see it. 

But, there are those who never fly, 

Who cannot see, who do not see 
The written word that initiates; 

Even though they can hear 
The chosen word 
That tells the tale 
Of many deeds 
Of daring done 



By faceless men of great prowess 
Proud of sprees and mindful bids, 

Reminding them of their pains 
Wasted and in vain. 

For those who listen but do not see 
Such tales have neither life nor give; 

They dull their mind, 

Diffuse the spark 
And turn them blind; 

Without any name or any form, 

They do not see how Nature works; 

Their eyes and smiles have lost their gleam, 
These two jewels no longer shine. 



*The Swan In The Lake 


You are mistaken, 0 Swan in the lake! 

From behind the cover of your closed eyelids 
Do not say you can actually see and feel, 

That you are aware, knowing and just, 

And have performed your duties and works; 

You cannot be the better judge of your mind. 

Do not befool yourself, 0 Swan in the lake! 

You have not left your watery perch and flown 
away; 

You have not reached out to those who care for 
you 

If you do, then you will certainly know why 

The surface of your lake is very still 

And at the lakeside covered with trees 

There is no one to share your worries and 
beliefs. 



You are a very lonely being, 0 Swan in the 
lake! 



*The Unknown Force 


An unknown force 
Keeps alive in space 
Resounding in all directions 
A lone primordial note 
That binds and soothes 
All vibrant objects moving about 
Tracing varied paths 
In search of new horizons! 

The same unknown force 
Granting sight to the sightless 
Though attitudinally feared and liked 
Makes them see the lit-up world 
Which it intrudes and covers 
Continues to weave patterns 
Upon the invisible and elusive 
Fabric of Time! 


And the same unknown force 



Seemingly devoid of purpose 
But seen frolicking with 
The two opposing extremes 
Muddling the middle 
Momentarily forgets 
Its might and reason 
While creating variants! 

It is the same unknown force 
Whose whisper is often heard 
When a person is alone 
Guides ideas and things 
Towards their fated goals 
It is the voice 

That emanates from deep within 
And emulates the lone primordial note. 



^Unforgettable Smile 


After forgetting your name 

I am asked to forget your smile, 

Your smile that had made me 

And others in the crowd sprightly and bright, 

Reminded me of our extensive gaiety and 
profound relief 

The traces of which can be found in the brick- 
red corridors 

Where celebratory shouts and screams still 
resound; 

Those were the days of my bold and playful 
youth. 

I have forgotten your name 

But tell me! How can I forget your face and 
smile? 

Till this day its mere recollection revives fading 
dreams, 

Impels my urge to search and find 
The foible I had earlier hid; 

I am unable to remove the fault called curiosity 



That endangers trust and belief and fails to 
cement my place 

Among those able to see the Unseen; 

I know, you have never smiled to yourself 
At least help me look for the infinite tide. 



^Upwards 


He said excitedly 

'You know the way 

Let us quickly walk up to the sky 

The domain of the one who sees everything 

And does not miss anything 

Let us invade that domain 

And steal the thunder.’ 

Halting he gasped for breath 
He had come running from below 
There darkness reigns 
And all is quiet 

He had remained confined 
For very long 

But now assured of release 
Could not contain his anticipation 
He thought he could rule the world 
Tense he was 



Blood rushed through his veins 
Good fortune won his freedom 

Gently I held his hand 

And guided him up to the sky 

His eyes dazzled by its brilliance 

He could see nothing else 

Not even the world he had just left 



*Where Are The Words 


Through open windows and the door 

A refreshing air from my garden has just 
poured in 

Filling me with promises and invites 
I cannot ignore 

Because I have tended the flowerbeds 

And waited for flowers to timely bloom, 

Seen them sprinkle colours and scents, 

And sing in my mind love and life 

These I mean to preserve for eternity 

In between the lines, I am about to write. 

How else can I describe sincere and open 
intensity! 



*Where I Live 


My friend, 

You need to help yourself, 

All other means are outmoded; 

Try to find me earnestly 

Instead of asking me again and again 

To let you know where I live; 

You want to be with me, this I know. 

I live within you and outside too 
As a grown-up and as a child, 

As a learned person and as a novice; 

In whichever form you see me in that way 
You are bound to find me here and there 
And immediately beside you, 

That is where I live. 

I live everywhere. 

For me, there is no space and no distances 
And no boundaries, 

The whole creation is where I live. 

Your form is my form, 



And at any given moment 
I am all the little and big things that exist; 
I have never been difficult to find, 

You will see me everywhere at all times, 
Where else can I be? 



*Winsome Anger 


Roused all of a sudden 

From her deep sleep 

She did not complain 

But stood aside to verify 

If that particular hour had come 

When she was free to ignite 

Those very emotions 

That had been infamously inflamed 

By the few evil pretenders 

Armed with virtue and truth; 

She was in no hurry, 

She knew the firmness 
Of her resolve 
To destroy 

And also oppose any rebuild. 

I asked her - 

'Aren't you associated 

With unreasonableness? ' 



'I am, ’ she said, 

'I am known as anger, 

The forerunner of hurt, discord, and bloodshed 
Unreasonableness feeds my fire.’ 

I simply stared at her face, 

It was beautiful and enchanting, 

I could trace no evil; 

I looked at her eyes, 

They were bright, calm and peaceful; 

I did not sense fury or terror. 

Believe me, 

I could have forever held her in my arms. 



*You Have Called me A Pearl 


You have called me a pearl, 

Neither black nor white or grey, 

I find it insulting. 

You cannot forever draw 
Fake curtains to hide me, 

There is no danger of exposure; 
One day, an awakened one, 

Will recognize and play with me, 
Wipe away my scowl 
And make me laugh and smile 
Then brightness will surround me 
As never before. 

Do not ask me to draw a line, 

Thick or slender, 

On the bare ground where I stand; 
I have gained a preferment 
I keep my feet firmly grounded. 

My finger is sore from pointing out 



The faintest of dark spots 

Appearing on the vast canvas called the Sky; 

I cannot teach you all the time; 

Do not tire me anymore; 

Let me live, my friend, 

Make peace with that which makes you. 



*You Left Me 


You left me all of a sudden 
You played harsh with me 
I shall not complain 
But tell me 

Why did you leave behind 
With me 

Many proofs of your stay 
All those fond memories of you 
I cannot now bear 

How can I live with them without you? 
I am in those memories 
Tell me 

How can I live without me? 



*T ri logy 


Heard pleasing words, 
Old laughter ring, 
Tears flow down. 

On the window-sill 
Play bright sunrays, 
And the rain falls. 

The doors are locked, 
Who dare enters 


Past sundown? 



* After The Storm 


I will not tell you not to disturb the calm, 

It does subsist after the storm has passed; 

The nights are spent sleeplessly loaded with 
fears 

In the wake of the uproar raised by the clouds. 
The calm that is here once the rain has ceased 
Deceives and is dangerously disarming; 

It can strangulate the will to act again upon 
The mind's dictates and the heart's intents. 



Egoism 


They were still there 
Where I left them last night, 
My giveaways - 
My failed hopes, 

Unrealized dreams and 
Not so bright plans 
I believed would work 
For a better tomorrow. 
Devising these 
I had kept in mind 
Only me 
Deliberately. 



*Gods Do Not Die 


It is the middle of summer, 

Water is already scarce, 

The land is bone dry, 

It has not rained yet, 

The sun is ablaze. 

'Has Dumuzid died?' 

I heard someone inquire. 

It was a voice 

From the remote past 

How could I hear that voice? 

I thought gods do not die 
Dumuzid could not die. 

The world has not changed, 

Events re-occur, 

Our thoughts remain unchanged, 

The changes remain etched in my genes. 



The rains will come, 

The land will regain fertility, 
The farmers will sow seeds, 
No one will die of hunger. 



^Memory Lanes 


I loved her. 

I did not refuse her offer. 

She asked me to walk beside her 
Down her memory lanes 
That she had often tread alone. 

I matched my steps with hers, 

Watched her fondle and cajole 
Each word, phrase and comma 
That gave shape to her memories 
And made her rich 
In thought and speech. 

I saw many shapes float by 
They did not stop for me, 

They did not know me. 

In silence, I walked alongside, 

Time and again 

Looked at her beautiful face, excited eyes 
And quivering lips 
That is a part of me and 



Made me live. 

I was happy enough. 



^Moment Of Truth 


Believe me, 

I would not have lied 
To save my skin 
Had I not relied on 
Your words 

Promising comfort and ease. 

I did loosen the strings 
That tied my hopes and wishes and 
Allowed my dreams to run away, 
This act I had denied. 

We could not have found each other 

Chasing the same goals 

Had we not made 

Our dreams light and bright. 

Not finding you 
I would have died. 



*Stay Dry 


The lid vibrates, 

It is not music, 

The fire burns fiercely. 
The heat intense 
Water in the cauldron 
Boils. 

The steam spreads, 
Clouds will gather soon, 
I shall watch the sky, 
Not let doubts 
And 

Misgivings 

Or 

Evil thoughts 
That will rain 
Touch me 
Or 

Soak me. 

I must stay dry 



Stoking the fire 

That heats the cauldron. 



*Where are you? 


The smell of rain 
Falling on dry earth 
Says the monsoon 
Is almost here 
I want to see you 
Where are you? 

This is your seat 
In the shade of a tree 
On an old bench 
That is warm and wet 
It remembers you 
Where are you? 

The gentle wind 
Silently swings 
Across the green glade 
Knocking leaves 
In search of you 



Where are you? 


Friendless I am 
Very lonely and sad 
There is no one here 
To know about 
My love for you 
Where are you? 

My eyes are tired 
They are dry and sore 
They have seen thru' light 
And seen thru' dark 
They see you not 
Where are you? 



*Sublime Joy 


I have secured the key 
That opens the door 
To sublime joy; 

While I enjoy 
I need not leave my body 
Anytime now. 

Contented and happy 
I sit at the window 
Overlooking the river 
That guided me 
And 

Watch the Ganga flow unhindered 
Towards the Bay 
Telling my story. 

I must pick up my pen 
To write an ode in its praise; 



And 

Unhesitatingly describe 

Through simple words 

My newfound joy 

That I cannot otherwise share 

With anyone. 



^Indifference 


I am the water 
Reflecting the sky 
Lighted or dark 
Gently flowing 
Like a stream 
Over rocks and sand 
I do not call 
I do not wait 
For those who need me 
Not even for help 
When I lose myself 
In other streams 



*My Old Teacher 


He was my old teacher, 

That greyed and bent 
Fatherly figure, 

Seen across the street, 
Purchasing vegetables. 

At school, he was 

Free to pamper and scold us 

We, his students, 

All grown up now, 

Still, hold him in awe but 
Never feared him, 

He knew 

Far too many things, 

He could read our minds. 



*Locked For The Night 


Adjoining the river-front 
At the end of a long corridor 
There is a room, a very dark room 
There 

Even the light does not penetrate 
I am in that room locked for the night 
Given a sheet of paper and a pen 
After let out to write 
What I thought I could. 

As did a cricket call its mate 
During the night 

I also heard the river flow seawards 
No one sang a lullaby, 

No one cried for help 
And I 

Snored and snored on loudly 
Throughout the night. 



At day-break 

I unfolded the sheet of paper 
Tested the pen but could not write 
Other than about the delicious aroma 
And the bitterness of coffee 
Nothing else came to my mind 
I knew I had spent a peaceful night 
Immersed in a deep, dreamless sleep 
I was happy 

About that, I need not write. 



*Mirrors Do Not Lie 


The mirror on my wall it does not lie, 

It shows people as real as they are; 

Their appearance and the impact of their 
wavering moods, 

These are reflected as they are along with their 
chosen injects. 

I do ask - 

Why am I not the same I see reflected in the 
mirror? 

Why am I that which I do not see at all? 

Why does my cognition faculty fail me? 

Why do I suddenly become unaware of myself? 

Why do I rely upon my memory of past acts 
and deeds and their unavoidable effects? 

Is it to retain the hold on my perch and rest? 

Is that how I prepare to know, react, live, 
breathe, dream and think aloud? 



Like the ever glowing sun when not reflected I 
too do not cease to exist 


I continue to hold my ground burnishing my 
form to confront challenging situations 

Do I commit all this while I am that which I do 
not see at all? 


Of course, the mirror does not reflect my 
thoughts, my emotions, and intents; 

It neither speaks nor interacts with me or 
anyone else 

But remains as though waiting to reflect my 
image to feed my sight and ego 

And give me some relief, if I may add; 

Why? 



^Strangers 


'Have we met before?' He asked 
Without raising a crease on his forehead. 
I was dumbstruck. 

The man I knew for half my life 
He refuses to recognize me. 

People around me laugh scornfully, 

They know him but do not know me. 
These four words casually uttered 
Made me a stranger in my own world. 
Need I seek reasons? I ask. 



*The Children Of My Street 


At this time of the day 
When children gather to play 
There is no one in my street 
There is no noise heard 
No hint of anger or laughter 
No names resound 
The wind flows by gently 
Listlessly 

Without moving a leaf 

Or raising any dust 

Or striking a door 

The silence is unbearable 

What have I done to earn this quiet! 

I am scared 

I never asked the children to keep away 
Their presence kept me alive 
Gave me a reason to breathe 


To eat and drink 



Tonight 

I shall try to sleep if I can 
Tomorrow I shall ask of them 
Why did they all abandon me? 
Why did they? 



^Return Of Haze 


The haze of doubt pierced, 

In the yonder beyond is visible 
Fluttering in the wind 
Atop the ever rising forgettable 
Pile of errors and omissions, 

And of dreams and reflections, 

A light-blue scrap of paper 
Inscribed- 

'I seem to have been here before but when? 1 

Simultaneously are heard 

Above the din of scramble and scuttle 

The many voices of the learned and the taught 

Crying out loudly in a chorus- 

'This is not my hand; 

I have never been here before but why? ’ 

To resolve this issue of'when and why’ 



There is also lingering a twister 

That opens up to unveil 

Within the folds of over-lapping dimensions 

New sights and visions, 

More thoughts and understanding, 

Which dimensions gradually reveal 
The unique singularity of Time 
In which the 'when' and 'why' do not matter, 
Where consistency and natures of involvement 
Redundant, and therefore, meaningless, 

Have no virtual existence. 

Jolted by this revelation 
I stand withdrawn and aloof; 

As an aberrated onlooker 
I am compelled to step back and move away, 
Allow things to be as they are, 

And quietly watch the slow return of the haze. 



*A Candid Comprehension 


We remember Him as the cause of this world, 

The lone being beyond all thoughts and 
hearsay, 

Vast and great, and all-pervading, 

Existing as Truth and Righteousness 
(He can never be otherwise known). 

We know that we are He, and He is us; 
Inseparable, 

Together we are the world. 

It is our ignorance that makes Him seem 
distant 

Though He is knowable and adorable; 

By seeking Him, we seek ourselves, 

By knowing Him, we find ourselves; 

Our will is our might. 

Our mind is a mirror, and the associated 
darkness, 

These are His playful projections that do not 
exist. 



*A Deserved Sleep 


You will surely wake me up, 0 Deathless Tide, 
if you were to break against the rocks 
comforting me, 

Then the noise of the soaring cracking waves 
will not allow me to sleep till you recede; 

I have just gone to sleep to forget my world 
that has pricked and teased me for a very long 
time, 

It is the same world that includes you and me. 


You know my plight, 0 Time! 

I cannot ask the wind to claim the sea 
opposing my efforts to touch the other side, 

I cannot even stall a transfer of the stir raised 
by any living group; 

The amity that once existed between roaming 
warring hordes did not last, 

My falling asleep in the rocky cove is my eager 
search for the same endearing peace 

It is known you cannot guide me or relieve my 
pain, 



But you can spare my perch and let me be in 
the dreamless sleep of my design; 

You too are unable to wish away the generating 
forces that make you motivated and contribute 

And keep the vast sea, your support, and mine, 
alive, simmering and vigilant; 

You deserve a break, 

Maybe you need to sleep more than I do. 



*A Glimpse Of Old Age 


Maybe I am too old to bear the load 
Thrust upon me and now impeding me, 

That aided by the staff given to me long ago 
By those who refuse to see me crawl 
I am forced to drag my barren feet 
In the dust that's covering the open ground 
Where I am seen playing the game of life 
Despite the wrath of seasoned seers 
Who had while seeing me take a turn 
But ignoring my natural evenness 
Proclaimed the virtual end for me 
And closed the chapter I could read. 



*A Glimpse Of You 


Maybe one day we shall meet again 
And then clasping your hands in mine 
I will feel your love and warmth for me 
Till then I must ride the fierce storm, 
Face the fires that burn freely without 
And attend to each sound that is heard 
Stare at the mirror-like window-panes 
And seek a glimpse of only you 
Reflected in some other's eye. 



*Battle of Life 


Ever since leaving school, once a week 

I have had the same set of friends gather at 
my place, 

While relaxing on the rattan patio chairs 

We exchange the same old oft-repeated words 

Without knowing their meanings true or fair; 

We neither gamble nor speculate, 

But we do laugh at the same old sick jokes, 

Discuss cricket and examine Modi's role, 

Savour the same dark brown Old Monk, 

Devour the reheated spicy tikkas, Shami 
kababs, and aloo-parathas, 

And then, spend the night on the floor 
stretched covered head to toe 

Coming awake only as the Sunday late- 
morning light silently creeps in; 

Such has been our enjoyment of life; 

This has been our life of plenty and ease. 

There is no reason for us to suffer boredom; 



We are always in the process of discovering 
each other, 

We have learnt to keep our jolly good moods 
revived, 

Not waste our smiles and laughter 

And rise above pain and tears; 

There has been no need to console each other 

For we do not hurt anyone, 

We do not possess anything more valuable 
than the air we breathe; 

In this manner, my friends and I fight out our 
battle of life. 



^Bitterness 


Something is bothering me, 

I know not what, 

But my right thumb continues to twitch, 
For no reason whatsoever 
My right arm continues to ache. 

Reclining against the book-shelf 

I try to recollect 

The book I had last browsed, 

The name of its author and import, 

And it's subject 

Not far removed from my world of ideas 

And its object 

Very near to my heart. 

When at night I had called on her 
To know about her response 
To my overture, 

My favourite dream hidden in my eyes 



Played the victim and painted me black. 


The few blank spaces that are in my mind 
Left by stray ill-woven thoughts 
They puzzle me and make me seek 
The impossible, 

Whereas the grass spread on the ground 
Still waits for the early dew to dry. 

Does this bother me, I ask? 



*Blinded 


You have come, 

To hold me close 
To take me far away 
Beyond the clouds 
To a fearless world 
Of ample love and care, 
Quietly. 

Trusting our love, 

I shall go with you 
Safely wrapped 
In your arms 
Smelling your nearness 
Dreaming about you, 
Blindly. 



^Breach 


I heard his call seeking relief 
The strange affliction in his voice 
Showed his pain and sufferings 
That he otherwise did not hide 

Last night his brother had come 
Worried he said he did not want 
To witness another death so soon 
Their father had died a week ago 

He told me that his brother Jayant 
Did not want to live any more 
That he was unable to breathe properly 
Or even sleep during the night time 

He had stopped dreaming or recalling 
The past, or about the days to come 
After father had died, he gave up belief 
In himself and withdrew from his life 



Jayant is older than I am and wiser 
I believe he cannot give in so easily 
He has a strong character and mind; 

What bothers him we must know 

We found him alone and barefooted 
Casually strolling on the green grass 
On seeing us, he asked us to join him 
I was neither shocked nor surprised 

I knew he was battling with himself 
He could not get away from his mind 
That he had found difficult to alter 
Along with his ongoing perceptions 

I was not anticipating this problem 
Affecting someone as active as he 
Fear gripped me, what if I were to be 
In the same situation, Jayant was involved 



He placed his hands on my shoulder 
And looked into my eyes to read me 
He smiled and quietly moved away 
My thoughts had begun to engage him 

'I knew you would come', he whispered 
'But I never meant to scare you thus 
Just wait for your turn my dear friend 
You will then know what ails me now/ 



*A Lament 


When the moment to discard our belongings is 
near, now you tell me 

We had never longed for the darkest ever 
nights to descend 

To hide our pent-up raw emotions 

That could hurt the child in us given up as lost; 

And our attempts to open the doors of our 
hearts 

To allow new thoughts to creep in having failed 

Our love kept ablaze has certainly dimmed; 

That for once, if we cared, you and I can step 
around 

To test the depth and warmth of the 
attachment 

That unites us in a resilient bond of mutuality; 

And, 0 Time, now you also ask me 

To wait for the morning that may never rise. 



*A Little Bit Of Patience 


A little patience would have won the world for 
me 

Then I would have for long basked in glorious 
sunshine 

Feted for my successful stint as an outstanding 
poet; 

But I was really in a hurry, firstly to outdo 
others 

And then myself; 

I had filled sheaves upon sheaves of paper with 
words and phrases, 

Some held meanings and some were merely a 
jabbering of sorts 

Not actually meant to convey anything of note 
to the readers. 

Indeed my readers appreciated each word I 
wrote, 

Through my poems, they thought they had 
entered my world 

As though to play the role I had drawn out for 
them alone, 

And they laughed and cried with me 



And they made me stand very tall. 

Then one day, when I had almost exhausted 
my ware, 

Rested my pen and mind I heard their 
screams, 

My readers had begun to suffer more and more 
pain 

Caused by my words whose true meanings 
they had of late come to realize. 

What I wrote were not poems; 

They had understood my farcical efforts, 

I was thoroughly exposed, 

I did not dare respond. 

I lost my place which with a little bit of 
patience 

Would not have been denied. 



*A Missive Recalled 


Whenever a song is heard loud and clear 
Of deep and lusty passionate love, 

The mind bound by covert ties is free; 

It seeks your come back from afar. 

The peal of bells as a welcome bend 
Speaks out about our contentedness 
And makes the words recover the gist 
Of the songs that signal your return. 

Hide in the shade of bamboo-trees! 

They are tall and green of sturdy kind; 
They shape the place to stay concealed, 
There one can laze in wait for you. 

Where ever you are there lie our roots 
The serene state is our desired goal 
Then endless joy spreads true and fair 
That lifts us high over worldly cares. 
Charmed by a flute's simple strains 
I lean against a tree to watch 
The people groove and sway as though 



You are with me to liven up my life. 



*A New World 


Then one day 

After a long wait 

He did return 

Our eager adventurer 

The roving ambassador 

His old glimmer and gait intact 

He appeared unchanged 

But when he narrated his tales 

There was a queer pitch 

The air was different 

The unfamiliar words he spoke indecipherable 

The strange places he had visited 

Could not be known 

And as we listened we wondered why 

Influenced he certainly was 

For, after his efforts 

He had forgotten his native tongue 

He had unlearned his past 

Could it be 



His visit to a new world 

Had rendered him vulnerable 

Made him lose track of his actuality 

And forget what he ever was 

Maybe he had created a world for himself 

And only returned to include us 

We might never know 



*A Meaningful Reflect 


In the wee hours of a summer morn 
I walked up to the yonder lake called Hope; 
It was preparing to shine and shimmer 
At the first strike of the brightening dawn 
And its waters waited for the sun to rise. 

I stood on its shore watching the waves 

That was dark as they rose and fell all the 
while, 

They told me not to disturb the quiet 
That had built up casually during the night 
To make me anxious and suffer pain. 



*Cannot Paint His Dreams 


Nothing could stop him, not even the fear of 
dark nights 

Or the thunder and pouring rain of a wild 
storm, 

He was strong of will. 

He said he knew where he would like to settle 
down, 

Somewhere far above the earthly din and 
commotion 

In the bosom of the woolly clouds, he was very 
fond of 

That he had cared to paint on the cold and rigid 
canvas 

That adorned the stout branch of the old 
banyan tree 

And guarded his bed where he lay weaving 
those lovely dreams. 

He was deeply in love, 

But he did not know how to paint his dreams; 
What dreams? 

No one knew about his dreams, this he knew. 



*Careless 


He was uncaring 
He didn't know 

He had dropped the coin somewhere 
The one I had presented 
The one I had found 
Lying unclaimed on the road 
Shiny and new 

He could have eaten a bun or two 
He was hungry 

Who would now find another coin for him 
Shiny and new but unclaimed 



*Chanchal 


Once I had a black-coloured bird, 

A mynah, as a pet; 

I called her Chanchal 
But she was not fickle, 

She wasn't good-looking either. 

I taught her to converse with me; 

Her fluency surprised me, 

And when we were together 
We engaged in small talks; 

She would chuckle and laugh as I did 
And often we lost ourselves. 

She was the friend I needed. 

Without our realizing 

Days turned into weeks and months 

And one day she announced 

It was time for her to leave 

And then flew away. 

With tear-filled eyes I watched her go. 



Bereft of her company I felt alone, 
I had no one to turn to. 

Now, I have no one to talk to; 

Left to scan the trees and the sky. 
I haven't found my Chanchal yet. 



*Chaos 


If I search 
What will I find! 

The order needed isn't there, 

The turmoil is unbearable, 
Reasoning has deserted, 

And my thoughts, 

They are all loosely strung; 

I must bind them, 

Their sequence is not unknown. 
The slightest of noise, 

Reaching my ears rings aloud; 

It painfully pierces my brain. 

I cannot stay still, 

My noisy unrested mind needs me 
To get rid of itself; 

I must silence my mind, 

I must use my inner fire 
To denerve it. 



Confidence 


Come! Let us swing along the bay 
And mark the time of our stay 
Beside the sea that's churning. 

Then we will hear the windy howl 
Soon wave and raise a silly scowl 
Without the sea relenting. 

Then as we rush to an empty beach 
We will find within our easy reach 
All things that are allowing. 



*Connect 


We meet again 

At the same place 

We did last 

To speak the unsaid 

To read the unread 

Over and above 

My memories that float around 

The green trees and hills 

That dot my little island I call home. 

0 Death! Be sweet to me 

I shall not protest 

I shall accompany you 

Beyond the clouds 

Far above the sky 

Into the darkness 

Existing behind the sun 

Knowing 

My return is certain 
Pure and sinless. 



*Conquering Fear 


Yesterday I was on the hill I thought I could 
not have climbed; 

Sitting there, I had gathered my breath and 
strength and had 

Recalled to mind my strong determination and 
concerted efforts 

That had in tandem worked and made my 
climb uphill possible 

I also wondered what more could I have 
achieved, 

I was affected by doubt and ambition, the 
drivers of my foray. 


Back home I spent a sleepless night trying to 
find the cause 

I had climbed a barren hill no one else had 
attempted before; 

The acceptance of a challenge could not be the 
sole reason. 


Early rays of dawn found me head down falling 
asleep and snoring, 



It seems I knew about the outcome before I 
had begun the climb; 

My deliberate venture had helped me conquer 
all my hidden fears. 



Consequents 


For a moment, I forgot to raise my eyes 
To look at the sky that mocked at me 
And made me feel small and irrelevant; 

Shaken up by a loud thunderclap I was 
That had revived my nagging thoughts. 

For a moment, I sought to remove the mask 
That had kept covered my face for very long 
Scarred by many follies and misadventures, 
Then when I found my fingers frisk the beads 
I knew I had the chance to claim my ground. 

For a moment, I thought I never did exist 
Things I touched, saw or heard were a sham 
As though I did not then feel, see or hear 
And had reached the remote dark beyond 
Where all senses, thoughts, and dreams cease. 



*Contentment 


Maybe I too must walk the lane forgotten and 
forlorn 

And test my lonely state; 

The life I lead is a deadly load I cannot ride 
alone, 

I have to mend my ways. 


The lightning raids upon my thoughts by 
fearing impressions, 

They do not ring a bell; 

Uplifted are my basic bends they need to be 
engaged 

They merely twist and turn. 


The barren waves raising the stakes cannot be 
read alone, 

Often they subside; 

Alongside me, I see a brook that is filled with 
dreams and hope, 


So I can flash a smile. 



Corporeality 


Stressed, 

He promised to ride 
A white steed in the sky 
On the wind blowing in 
From the south-east, 

On the air that carries rain-laden clouds 
And keeps the land fertile; 

He wanted to meet the god, 

The lord of thunder and rain. 

Without a weapon in his hand 
He intended to rule the world, 

Alter it with his love and care, 

Forget old memories, 

Sprinkle wealth and joy everywhere, 
Earn its trust and faith 
And be adored; 

He desired to become a god; 

He was very fragile; 

He did not live long. 



*Cover 


I could not wait for the rain to stop 
Eager I was to feel its dampness 
I stepped out and swiftly walked 
Towards the thick mango-grove 
Wanting those trees to drape me 
With their strong and sweet aroma 
But by the time I reached them 
The scent of the earth sticking to me 
Had all washed away from my skin 
The downpour was indeed heavy 

Tethered to the edge of existence 
The boat meant for me to tide over 
All forms of pain and joy stood still 
Beyond the pithiness of vacant words 
The darkness that exposed my cause 
Laid bare my brittle bones deadly white 
Blurred were my vision and the sense of touch 
And I could not properly see or feel 



Once again I had to seek refuge 
I had to seek the dampness of rain 



*Death of a Hero 


Maybe he is the last in the line of great heroes 

Who had suffered the agony of remaining 
unknown while they lived, 

He is about to die and knows he had done 
nothing of note 

Except walking in front of the have-nots 
carrying a flag 

Shouting slogans against the establishment run 
by the haves. 

He is lying prone on the road that leads to the 
assembly hall 

Shot in the chest by a policeman. 

The have-nots do not want he should survive, 
They want him dead. 

They want a hero of the moment who has laid 
down his life; 

The dead do not reveal the truth. 

I see the pain reflected in his eyes 

His thoughts were for his family; 

He has a large family to feed, who will look 
after his family now. 



Soon he closed his eyes. 

Before the paramedics came to pick him up 
He was already dead. 



^Delight Sublime 


Now, 

There can be no unexpected events in my life 
To shake me from my reverie; 

Sleep no longer affects me. 

Now, 

There cannot be things I do not know about; 

There are no surprises for me to deal with, 

I have discovered myself, 

I have found myself not adrift but firmly 
rooted. 

Aware of my place in the phenomenal world; 
Aware of my reality; 

Aware of my eternality; 

Now I know who I am. 

I know the truth, 

I am the finality not easily discerned. 



Friends, you too can find me within you, 
Happy, dancing and smiling at you, 

The delight of your experience. 



^Detention 


Extending my arms upward 

Towards the heavens 

Seeking a new retreat 

I have captured a small piece of the sky. 

Time, 

A study in comparison, 

Whose passage leaves no trace, 

I have eliminated; 

I firmly hold 
In my fist 

A small part of Space, 

The support of Time. 

And, 

Held therein 

Within that fold 

The imperfect and the perfect, 

The two ancient conjurers, 



Old adversaries, 

Cavort merrily 

Concocting shapes and sizes- 
But acting evenly 
They vie for the same space 
Play out their roles 

Either creating various thought-waves 
As that many threads of continuity 
Pursuing some quest unknown 
Or 

Watching and waiting for me to slacken my 
grip 

Detaining that one small piece of the sky, 

Testing destinies 

And limits of endurance 

The same old game 

The same initiations 


The same old imitations. 



*Devout 


I have waited for my turn 
Stood in the long queue 
Unshaded 

With the offering of flowers 
Coins and incense 
Placed in a bright silver plate 
Held in my hands 
And grown very tired 
My belief was at risk 
My prayers were incomplete 
And time did not side me 
So I thought 

I can be angry 
Behave trantrumoniously 
But why waste my efforts 
I can see 

The open temple-gate 
Hear the bells ring 



And the chants resound 
I am almost there 
I know 

I am almost there 



*Easy Passage 


Where is the other end? 

A web, 

Cast by my misgivings and lack of faith, 
Seems to bar my way; 

I must remove this web, 

Discard my fears and 
Re-build confidence. 

Spring season is here, 

The occasion is now. 

I can see, - 

My garden is green and flowery, 

The bees and the butterflies 
Flit about, 

Soon the trees will bear fruits 
Only for me. 

I know I am resourceful, 

Why then should I shiver and shake? 
The air is the same 



The will is the same 
The result will be the same. 
My passage to the other end 
Will be smooth. 

There is no web within sight. 
The world waits for me. 



^Educated 


Think about a library 

And the pile of books 

Each still unread 

That you wanted to hold in hand 

Weigh and appreciate 

Think about their authors 
Mostly unsung 
And now faceless 
Their name and place 
All long forgotten 

Then think about me 
Seeking an understanding 
Instant recognition 
In the midst of 
Thirsty and starved 



*End 


What if my end is near 
And I am about to die, 

Where will I be then? 

After I die I will become a star 

And quietly shine for a long time 

My mother had told me - 

When good people die 

They surely turn into stars 

Have I not been good while I lived? 

I certainly have 

My family and friends readily attest 

My goodness 

They cannot all be wrong 

But all stars finally burn out 
They die 

Should I expect to die again, and again? 
I cannot accept such a fate 



Without some gain 


Long ago my grandmother 

Had promised me a different world 

If I behaved well 

A world where there was 

No pain, grief, anger, hate, and greed 

I prefer that world 

I am ready to die again, and again 

To be in that world 

0 Fate! Why should I burn like a star? 



^Abstraction 


What do I hear? 

The sky has fallen! 

The bluish glass that made it 
Lies shattered. 

Who will now mend that glass? 
Where would the birds fly 
Or the clouds meet? 

There will be no nights, 

No days either; 

There will be no moon 
And the stars, 

No pensiveness, 

No dreams, 

No love, 

Nothing to write. 

What am I to do now? 

What will become of me? 



^Affection 


In my part of the street still there is light; 

And from my window, I can see and read 

The brightly lettered bold graffiti scrawled on 
the wall; 

But, I cannot see who wrote those affectionate 
words 

That meant something for everyone at different 
hours of the day - 

'My friend, seeing you is being young again/ 
Simple words these, meant for me alone. 


The word-meanings differed only for those few 

Not yet sufficiently aged to compulsively 
impose 

Themselves upon others 

And also, could think a shade differently 

Like the ageless night that can hold within its 
folds 

The visible world and the invisible world, 

The former connected with things spread far 
and wide 



And the latter with the scheming ever-churning 
mind. 

I am in no hurry to resolve the issue, 

Young and old, let each revel; 

Age does not matter; patient and hopeful I am. 

I can wait for the darkness to spread itself, 

I can wait for most of the living beings to go to 
sleep, 

And even wait for those who do not sleep 

To write on the opposite walls a few more 
words I can see. 

I know the new sunrise will certainly light up 
the graffiti 

And the uncomplaining but long-suffering 
people approaching it 

Will coax or cudgel each other, 

Read and copy, 

To interpret and infer differently 
With their hands tied and eyes closed, 

For a short while holding their breath 
Peep inwards and then exhale. 



*Aftermath 


The Sun had set when he came, 

He did not knock at the door 
And entered my room blaming me; 

He held me responsible for his loneliness 
But did not want me to speak my mind; 

He had left me at the break of the first Dawn. 



*An Eternal Truth (A Vedic 
Revelation) 


Manifesting in the subtle body and entirely 
pervading it, 

Enlivening the gross body and making it aware 
and active; 

The fire burns within warm and radiant, 

Enthusing the observance often formed of 
disciplines and rigours 

By men of faith who aided by knowledge 

Attain the highest plane of Truth 

After having known that 

As much as is the extent of all-pervasiveness, 
completeness, and permanence 

Of that force firmly established 

In the worlds that are visible and invisible, 

That much is the extent of the collection and 
spread of things and thoughts 

Produced, fulfilled and protected by the fire 

That rages accompanied by a steady breath. 



*An Invocation 


At each Dawn 

I invoke my heart, my mind, the sky and the 
sun; 

To these fearless four, I offer my prayers, 

I pour oblations rich, powerful and sweet, 

And seek protection 

Against defects and evil imports. 

Clothed in life and bountiful, 

They cover me with their fine mist 

And allow me to divine their truthful gaits as 
they move. 

0 Lord of Speech! 

Lend me the words and notes 

For my songs in praise of the first rays of 
sunlight; 

Let me tend those songs for the skilled singers; 

Let me dwell in this body to feel your presence; 

Make my heart incline towards my mind, 
support me, 

And lift me skywards far beyond the blazing 
sun. 



*And I Shall Then Cease To Be 


There are the three fires that readily burn; 

The domestic fire that works and serves, 

The fire in the heart that slowly heats up 
words, 

And the fire in the mind that explores limitless 
space; 

These I adore, I am because of these three. 

The fire that works and serves purifies my 
home, body, and mind, 

The fire that slowly heats up words makes me 
aware of my world, 

And the fire kept lit in the purified mind leads 
me on as my life-force; 

These three combine to reveal the truth hidden 
within me. 

Combined these three will one day consume 
my body and mind, 

And I shall then cease to be. 



*Anguish 


Then, 

I heard his cry, 

He was in great pain. 

His throat was parched 

And his thirst tortuous; 

As the noon-time sun blazed upon him heat 
and fire 

I heard his croaked cry - 

'Help me! Pray, give me some water to drink.’ 

I halted, 

And found him prone and stretched 

A few paces away from a wayside well, 

He had no strength left to draw water from that 
well. 

This morning, 

Both of us had separately set upon finding the 
truth - 

About who had made us and why; 

I was proud of my learning 
And he of his memory. 



Even as I could easily discern the fifth 
connotation 

He could easily provide the necessary 
background. 

He was the other side of me, ever thirsty for 
refusing to change 

And wrestled with rigid laws and logic, 
limitations and barriers; 

He was doomed to suffer, this formless 
projection of my mind. 

He knew why heat had affected him and spared 
me. 

With him, I had no blood ties. 



^Arrogance 


Had I not seen you before 

With the same little wry smile 

That had suddenly creased your lips 

Upon finding me bungle with the knots 

Of the dark brown hessian rope binding me 

As though I were a culprit readied to be 
sentenced 

I would not have otherwise recognized you 
As you stood at my doorway 
And sought to draw me out 
Embarrassed 

I had then hung my head in disgust 

I was then not aware of your wiliness and 
deceit. 

I continue to stand 

Beneath fruit-laden shady trees 

Amidst the roaring crowd of needs and 
objections 

Subjects and contraventions 
Briskly waving my arms held high 



To attract the attention of all those incited by 
you 

They should know 

That the fire you have caused to burn 
Once lit cannot be easily doused. 



*As Friends 


I have always wanted a friend; 

You are a good swimmer, 

You have saved me from drowning, 

From now on, 

I will call you my friend. 

Be my friend; 

Between friends, there are no secrets, 

So 

Do not hide your smiles and tears from me, 
I will show you those that are mine. 

Now 

With our goals remaining common, 

Our ways will also not differ, 

With no fears and doubts to bother us 
We will slake our thirst for good. 


Then 



We will have for us the same sky and the seas 
And share the same horizon; 

The Sun, the Moon and the stars 

Will shine for us equally 

And no need to prove ourselves. 

We will see the same world all the time 
With the same pair of eyes; 

All joy will be ours. 



*As The First Step 


Instead of the stars 
Last night 

I had sat in my doorway 
Gathering words 
Floating in from far and near 
And fell in my lap; 

I gave up as lost 
Those that did not reach me. 
I handpicked a few words 
Pleasing to the ear, 

Arranged and inscribed them 
On sheets of white paper, 
Allowed them to glow 
And sound my feelings 
In the form of the poem 
I now write. 

You will find those words 
Honest and meaningful, 

They have never failed me. 



*At Each Dawn 


At each dawn 
I play the flute 
Its lyrical notes inspire me 
To write tender words 
Full of love and praise 
That I then recite softly 
As the sun climbs 
Spreads its heat and light 
And awakens for me 


The one I love. 



*At The Riverfront 


I was standing alone near the bridge 

I waited for her to join me 

For a walk alongside the riverfront; 

I had not seen her for a very long while 
And, when she came, I did not recognize her, 
Not even by her dress and gait, 

I was troubled by this failure, 

I thought I knew her well. 

I dared not question her change 
She did not appear weak 
And I had no grudge to grind 
I kept quiet 

I stood still waiting for her to say something 
Pleasing and reviving 

Then I would have opened my heart to her 

Showed her the scars I carry 

That her absence had made upon my psyche 

She did nothing of that sort 

There wasn't any touch or glance exchanged 



And she stood alongside me gazing at the river 
flow 

Her silence said everything I needed to know. 



*At The Temple 


He could not enter the temple premises 
And stood outside bare-footed 
Facing the open door, 

His hands folded in prayer. 

The vermilion smeared idol, 

His object of worship, it was clearly seen 
The incense used was thick and strong 
But agreeable. 

He had everything he needed. 

What for he was praying 
Even he did not know. 

For five minutes he stood thus 
Reciting the mantras silently 
Then he lowered his eyes 
Put on his sandals and walked away. 

He had once annoyed the priest. 

He had asked him 

Why he who prays at least thrice a day 
Day after day does not gain 



The wealth etcetera sought and prayed for 
Or is it a case of quiet containment. 

He knew, 

A priest does not pray for himself. 



*Fervour 


Why run towards the end of the dark lane 
To reach me; 

It leads nowhere; 

A sincere step or two would have sufficed 
And made us avoid 

The infectious meanness, greed, hate, and 
spite 

There always is in our minds. 

With use, the golden lustre of the vessel will 
soon wear off; 

Though our eyes may not be able to see 
The uneasy complexity 
That clamours for space, and contests 
The binding rites, deeds, and beliefs 
By raking up stale issues to strike with, 

The dead will certainly not rise. 

The clouds will pour rain without asking for it 
And the boa will constrict to kill its prey; 

And the whiteness of the chalk, 

More prominently displayed on the blackboard, 



May not by itself teach anything new or old, 

But it does not impinge anyone's right to learn 

Nor does the ink-pen that leaks 

Or the books left unread beneath the foot-rests 

Or the teachers who are only half-prepared 

Or the dimming light of any classroom. 

Indeed, eagerness has no colours to match or 
change. 



*Follow-on 


As my day slowly progressed, 

Sitting beneath an ageing tree, 

I watched the river flow 
Beyond its hidden bends, 

I sat holding a twig, 

Twisted brown and very dead; 

Its leaves had lain beneath my feet 
Yellowed, dry and crushed; 

With that twig, I dug a pit 
And planted tiny seeds of doubt 
Imbued with worry and useless fear 
Caused by stress and loss of faith, 

I wished to see how doubt would fare 
Once it sprouted, spread its roots 
Outside my mind. 



*Forget The Past 


Forget the past, you say! 

Whose? 

Yours and mine, is it? 

Where would we both be then? 

Sunk in a stinking puddle, we could say, 
Filled with some ancient grime 
Gathered by our thoughts 
Or 

We can still say, 

We should neatly forget our past 
If only to see Time fly by, 

Swifter than thought, 

Covering us 
Sculpting new dawns. 



*Fright 


Oh, No, 

Not again! 

My old heart 
Disturbed my sleep. 

It flutters and stutters 
At each sound I make 
As though fearing the end. 
I was only dreaming. 

While dreaming 
I had loudly snored, 

My heart panicked. 

Here I am 
Awake, 

Not likely to sleep 
Soon. 



*Ghastly Pride 


Proud, he held his head high, 

Did not look at his feet and hands 
Or the earth supporting him, 

His home. 

Very proud he indeed was 
Known as a learned person 
Rich in expertise 
That he did not notice the ditch 
Where his journey ended. 

He stumbled and fell, 

There was none to save him. 


He was not a wise man. 



*Her Face 


I did not find her 
In the crowd of 
My varying dreams 
I did not remember 
Her face 
And her voice 
I had caught sight of her 
In a crowd 

There were many faces 
And voices 

She did seem familiar 
As though I had known her 
For a long time 
I still remember her 
But strangely 
I did not recollect her face 
In my dreams 
I shall go to bed 
Early this night 



*How Can I Close My Mind 


There is no romance in the air, 

No adventure either, 

No beauty to intoxicate me, 

I am bored; 

Leading such a life no longer excites me, 

I have shelved all my hopes, 

Erased my dreams 

And put to rest all kinds of speculations; 

I have decided to rest my senses. 

I will not look for anything I cannot find 

Or listen to those songs that gladdened me 

Or extend my hands to feel a cosy warmth 

Or pick up bright roses for their smell and 
taste. 

I shall neither allow sunlight to creep in 
Nor ask the wind to prick me. 

I can do all this 

But I cannot get rid of my memories; 



I cannot close my mind. 
Tell me, 

How can I close my mind? 



^Ill-defined 


Why catch the mist 
With your bare hands 
And watch it 
Slither away, 

Leaving behind no trace; 

But it clings to the darkness 
That does not show 
Its hidden aims 
And ways, 

Its tenuous form 
And sway. 

Its vaporous trail 
Seen on the ground, 
Deceptive though it is, 

It leads us to nowhere. 



*Insurgence 


Had I the faintest inkling of guilt 
I could have easily marked my way, 
Step by step and then brick by brick 
I could have paved my path with joy. 

The sky and the light hold me back 
For a glimpse of that euphoric life 
In a dream, I had led before I rose 
To open the door and step outside. 



*Judge Me 


What makes me difficult? 
My indiscretion may be, 
Or my indulgence. 

Wait a minute! 

If you will, my friend, 
Judge me proper; 

I have just lost my way. 



^Limitation 


The darkest hour of the night; 
Outside 

Few heavy footfalls, 

Slight commotion, 

A knock on the door, 

And I heard 
Someone whispered - 
'Open your door/ 

I did hear 

But did not respond; 

How could I? 

I did not know 
How to open the door; 

Many long years ago 
I too had knocked on this door 
And whispered; 

Someone had then indeed 

Opened the door 

And let me enter the room. 



Alas! Here I am 
Unable to walkout 
Or allow someone else 
Enter the room 
I continue to occupy. 

I could never again 
Meet that person 
Who had let me in, 

To gain 

That much-needed knowledge. 



*List 


You want me to stand face to face, 

Look deep into your eyes, 

Expose to you the inside 
Of my heart and mind, 

Show the depth of my love, 

The intensity 

And truthfulness of my feelings, 

All for you. 

If I were blind, 

And you knew 

That I loved you as much as I do now, 
You would not have searched my eyes, 
You would have been my eyes, 

You would have guided me to your heart 
To stay. 



*Lost Dream 


Where is he? 

I asked, 

Where is my thinking friend? 

I found him sitting at a wayside 
His back pressed to a wall 
Glaring at a dusty old lamp-post 
Seeking guidance it seemed, 

He was unhappy. 

What ails you, my friend, I inquired. 
He looked at me and said - 
I have lost my dream 
Can you find it for me? 

I looked deep into his worried eyes, 
He was speaking the truth. 

I will if you specify that dream, 

I replied assuredly. 

You can find him reading his palms 
Tracing his still to be identified dream 
Locked in those fateful lines. 



*Loved Ones 


Early hours of the day 
I hear 

Raindrops pattering on my window panes 
The daylight is dim 
No birds are seen flying 
But there is music. 

The raindrops beat a steady rhythm 
And there is the exotic smell of wet loam 
They ease my mind. 

The earth will now revive 
Draped in varying shades of green 
And vie with the blueness of the sky 
I shall rise fresh and bright 
And gleefully receive my loved ones 
They are coming to meet me. 

I will watch them push around 

And listen to their small and big talk 

Soon their laughter will fill the air 

And expel the dreary silence from my room 



Leaving me to weave new dreams 
And be happy. 



*A Prayer 


Through knowledge and noble deeds 
I seek your protection. 

Shine upon me, 0 Sun! 

Filling me with knowledge 
Uplift my urge, 

Purify me with your brilliance. 

In the light of your visible and invisible rays 
Which we know and do not know 
Truly reveal all things existing; 

Those rays belong to the fire of knowledge 
That burns within all living things. 

Alive, active and ever eager 
I too am your noble reflection. 



*A Provider's Call 


In the sky 
There are clouds 
Gathering to hide the sun; 

The spiky nip 

And the failing light 

Herald the monsoon fun. 

Standing alone 
In an open space 
I wait for the rain to fall; 
Drenching me 
To my skin and bones 
To cleanse my body withal. 

Never before 
My eagerness 

In the past had appeared so live, 
Now I know I can reach my goal 
And plant new seeds to thrive. 



*A Revisit 


When 

Darkness reigns 
The mind astir 
Buried views 
And deepening faith 
Reshape the core 
And sound the knell 
Then pithy verse 
Materialize 
Darkness erased 
The rays of light 
With hope and sight 
Find their place 
And stay alive. 



*A Statement Of Fact 


We have met once, you and I, 

Near the Qutab Hotel; 

It was evening-time, 

You had then sought directions from me. 
You were wearing 

A light-blue salwar-kameez and a laced 
dupatta, 

Your dark hairs tied in a tight bun, 

A bindi shone on your forehead and lips 
coloured crimson-red, 

I was taken in by you. 

Through my eyes and ears 

I had absorbed 

And made you a part of me; 

I can never forget you. 

All things seen, said and heard, 

During those brief moments, 

Remain firmly etched in my memory; 



It was as though Time had stood still. 

Since then, my love for you has grown more, 

And now with you accompanying me 
everywhere 

I cannot think of anything else. 

I have wanted to write about those moments 

But I have not dared; fearing I may not find 
proper words; 

I cannot forsake those moments, 

It was then that I had felt a deep love for you. 

Though I have not seen you ever since 
I have asked Time to make this possible; 

I trust Time, but it too has its specific priorities, 
Unlike my mind, it never looks back or grieves, 
It holds no regrets, 

It simply marches on at a steady pace. 

You are my sole fortune, 

My love for you also moves on hopefully 
At an even pace, low-keyed and without frills. 



*A Tale of Love 


The drizzle has started 

The grass is wet and greener 

Branches cleaner 

The pigeons and the parrots 

They have folded their wings 

And the air is pleasantly cool 

Look at me said the peacock 

Note the colours I now display 

Each with a meaningful resonance 

Of love and fidelity 

Carried by my nimble feet 

Already set in dependable rhythm 

Of a coveted rain-dance 

You will soon be mine I say 

The peahen busy pecking the ground 

Was not impressed 

She had weathered many storms 

And heard such boasts before 

She did not doubt his love 



But craved for a change 
In his attitude and conduct 
That she could not define 
Nevertheless 

She lifted her head and looked at him 
But not for long 

She chose to wait for him to tire 
Drop his thick plumage 
And approach her 

The weather supported the peacock 



*A Void to Fill 


You invited me to the river-bank; 

Made me sit beside you, 

Made me see how you traced 
With your slim bamboo pole 
Figures upon figures on the river-surface 
That I could not decipher, 

I could not decide. 

I felt small and humiliated 
And had quietly walked away. 

Even from a distance, 

I could see the river flow by. 

The figures you had carved on its surface 
Were not to be seen. 

The river water changes rapidly. 

But I could spy a turtle raise its head 
And questioningly look at you. 

Methought he was objecting to your presence. 



Unmindful of that creature 
You continued with your exercise 
And did not stop drawing figures 
On the river surface. 

You had not even noticed when I had walked 
away. 

Suddenly, 

A colourful butterfly landed on my left shoulder 
And softly whispered - 
'Do not disturb your friend, 

Within him there is a deep void to fill; 

He is doing just that.’ 



*A Way Out 


I am languishing in the today that is not of my 
choice; 

I am made to wait for the dawn of a new bright 
day 

That will certainly rise only to remind me of 
this day spent 

Not learning the lessons that make up my past, 

The past made up of yesterdays that can never 
return. 


Sitting at the edge of the fluid freely flowing 
time 

I am left to dip in its depth my right-hand 
forefinger 

And without raising any ripples on its surface 
Try to trace 

Impermanent patterns that I alone can read; 

No meaning derived can be ignored. 

The future holds new meanings and a firm 
resort 

And therefore, by itself validates my wait. 



*About Finding Me 


He saw me 

And rolled up his sleeves; 

He had seen the dust 
Covering me, 

The dust of time 
I dare not part with; 

It made me. 

I knew, 

He was concerned; 

A witness to my progress 
He had measured my brilliance 
And seen me soar high. 

He wasn't biased; 

He could not accept 
The dust that covered me, 

He did not know 

It had brought me down 



And imbued self-effacement. 


I will soon let him know, 

This dust of time it is 

That has helped in finding me. 



*About Love 


When I said I love you 
You stared at me 
Searched my eyes 
To read my mind 
And touched my arms, 
What you found 
Did not favour me; 

I did not convince you 
And you were angry; 

I felt your fury. 

I could not prove 
My love for you; 

I did not tear open 
My heart 

For you to see it bleed; 

I did not show my pain. 

I know, 

True love causes no pain, 
Instead 



It gives immense joy. 



*About My Dreams 


And, 

Then he said - 

'How do you manage to see so many dreams?' 

I was truly shocked; I never wanted to be 
questioned thus, 

Especially about my dreams which are wholly 
mine, 

And I do dream much; imaginative I am, 
Almost child-like. 

The person who asked me about my dreams 
I did not know well. 

But, I recollect, 

There was a boy who lived next door, 

I had befriended him I do not know when 

But I enjoyed his company as much as he did 
mine 

And we trusted each other. 

He was a good listener. 

He had left this place long ago. 



I had told him that I was gifted; 

My memory was strong and long-lasting 

I remembered all I had heard, read, imagined 
and dreamt; 

I could weave and narrate wonderful tales 

That I often held out as my intimate dreams. 

Had he wanted to know more he would have in 
jest 

Re-framed the same question thus - 
'Why do you see so many dreams?' 

And then, 

He would have stepped aside to wait 
And watch me loudly laugh. 



*Glitter On The Neck 


Here and there and everywhere 
I see many flowers blooming, 

Some are red, and some are white 
And some are blue 'n' charming. 

I shall string them up for you 
To make a garland yielding, 

That would dress your slender neck 
To glitter as you are moving. 



^Meeting Death 


The darkest hour of the night, 

Deep in sleep 

I heard a knock on my door, 

I asked- 'Who is it? ' 

There was no response. 

I hastened to open the door, 

Standing in front of me I saw 
Death, in its most pristine form, 

A wispy bundle of joy, 

Smiling at me, 

Exuding sheer delight and merriment; 
I had not seen Death before, 

But I wasn't scared; 

When seeing it for the first time 
I found that I was no longer tense 
My mind and body were not agitated 
Pain and expense forgot 
I was at peace with myself. 

And, 



There was the sublime delight 

I had never experienced before 

Soothing my nerves and sinews 

Mesmerizing me 

Dragging me towards Death 

Even though Death did not enter my house 

Or embrace me. 

But do I know the marks of Death? 



^Meeting Place 


When one speaks, 

For speech is the meeting place, 

He utters words 

That carry and contain 

Divine knowledge and wisdom, 

For truth, righteousness, and study, 
These three, are associated with speech; 
Unknowingly the words he utters 
As a prayer 
Kindles the fire 

To have the knowledge of fire; 

And know the distinction 
Between the ever-existing 
And the non-existent; 

He neither decries nor denies 
The empirical nature and reality 
Of the visible worlds; 

He seeks the place 
Facing the radiant sun 



And shine as brilliantly. 



^Mirrored Image 


It was a hot afternoon. 

I found him shaded and in a chair fast asleep. 

How could he close his eyes and his mind to 
the entire world? 

How could he forget his being and mine? 

I wondered. 

Last night, 

He had appeared tense and pensive; 

I could not bring him around to join me in my 
evening repast, 

I sat alone at the table but mindful of my vow. 

I had vowed to make him emerge and move 

Fly like a butterfly in search of bright flowers 
exuding sweetness, 

I wanted him to share that nectar with me. 

He had indeed roamed the gardens I knew so 
well, 

He did not lose his way; 

He had my soft touch so could not hurt 
The things he liked and chose to feel anew; 



He could never hide the excitement leading him 
on 

For he knew the nectar was his to taste. 

But he needed to be held back, 

He seemed to have lost the will to commit 
himself; 

Though he could weave many thoughts 
And had mastered the appropriate words 
He had no voice, 

He could not speak; 

It was when I caught him looking at me 
That I saw my pain in his eyes, 

I found my weakness and tiredness exposed, 

I knew I was looking at myself 
Reflected in the mirror held in my hands 
The mirror I can never dare throw away. 



^Mother 


How can I describe her - her face, her eyes, 
her winsome smile, 

Her petal-like tenderness, her loving concern, 
and care for all, 

Her firm ways, her deft course through tricky 
odds and trials, 

Her patience, endurance and unfailing will and 
mental strength! 


Dispensing love and justice as an elder or as a 
companion or guide; 

Her jubilation at the achievement of others and 
her feats, 

Her honest struggles to remove painful 
deceptive figures and bonds, 

I have seen her in these different forms each 
more endearing. 



^Moving Consciousness 


Why does night always follow day? 

I have often asked 
Motivated by an urgent need 
Like moving all conscious beings 
Towards the centre of consciousness 
For them to read and then casually erase 
All lingering fond and bitter memories! 

What is night's causal relationship with the 
sun? 

I have repeatedly asked. 

Is it the inference of the unperceived from a 
perceived mark 

Though the relation between the two is not? 

Like that of space, there is between two letters 
or words 

As also between any two intervals of time! 

Why is the night a consequence? 

Why does it depend on a condition? 



Why is its inference a fallacy of reason? 

These questions stay etched in my mind. 

Is it Time arising from the change 

Seen and experienced owing to things 
extending in space 

Or that which can be known 

Neither through reasoning nor by a shining 
intellect 

Not even through repeated hearing! 


Tell me 

Why do I face such confusions at each 
crossroad of life? 



*Muddled Confrontation 


She sought a safer turf and crossed over to the 
other side of the road 

Cradled in her arms were her dreams and his 
promises 

That she now saw reflected, in the stores' glass 
window-panes, pure and bare. 

She could also see the faint smudges and 
creases on her cheeks and brow as marks of 
time. 

She had not been kind to herself, how could 
she have been, she pondered. 


And, then she heard him loud and clear as 
though he was beside her sharing her walk and 
her cautions; 

She heard him voice as though she was talking 
to herself, 

He said, - 

Do not ignore the omens; do not avoid me. 

You have come across but could have waited 
and watched 

The flow of traffic restore your trust, 



Your trust encourages me; it gives me strength 
and the will to lead. 

Without you, I am not what I seem or want to 
be; 

Without you, I can never know who I am. 

I adore you and follow you everywhere even up 
to the end's edge. 

I am your dreams and also the promises not 
withheld. 

Clear is the air, the ground, and the road; 
nothing can block our run; 


She heard him speak thus, 

Once again heard his reassuring voice and 
words emanating from within, 

And, she could have opened up and stretched 
her arms 

To let her dreams and his promises spill and 
fly; 

Instead, with her eyes full of tears she lowered 
herself and squatted on the filthy pavement, 


Holding to her chest close and tight, all her 
dreams. 



*My Face 


I see a face in the mirror every day, 
Quiet, serious and indrawn; 

Of course, that face isn't mine. 

It lacks my sparkle in the eye 
And the brightness of my smile. 

Whose face is it anyway? 

Tell me. 

Mine, you say! 

You hardly know me, 

You met me in the dark only last night, 
You do not know my features, 

In fact, 

Even I do not know my face. 

When I was born, it was past midnight 

And very dark 

My eyes were tightly closed. 

I could not see my face. 

And as it is 

Even now I cannot see my face, 



Whose face is it anyway? 



*My Father's Invite 


He called me a moment ago, 

My father, him I adore, 

He is my preceptor. 

Now I wait 

For him to call again; 

Then I shall pack my things. 

Who knows 

My journey could be very long; 

The clothes I wear might not suffice, 

I do not know. 

I have no shoes to wear, 

I have no food to pack either. 

But there are things 
I cannot take with me, 

My thoughts, dreams and aspirations, 
These have no place 
Where my father lives; 

He left me with them 
Long ago. 



*My First Love 


I cannot describe her beauty in a few words, 

Very delicate, demure and captivating, the 
least if said; 

At first sight, I could not take my eyes away 

And I have not seen ever again a face more 
beautiful than hers. 

She made my college days most memorable, 
I simply adored her for sitting close to me 
In the same class and shared notes, 

Her writing was elegant as a swan 
Smoothly floating on a lotus filled lake; 

I doted on her and to her, 

All my days and nights belonged. 

Soon, we graduated and moved apart; 

She knew the place where I lived 

But she had never told me where she did; 

I never met her again, did I? 



I had not told her about my love for her 
But I love her still, my first love. 


I never did find her; 

But she is with me even when I close my eyes 
and go to sleep 

Then she embraces me and holds me in her 
arms 

Whispering into my ears sweet nothings; 

I have not lost her ever for a single moment 

I know she will always remain with me 

Even till my last breath and even when I finally 
close my eyes. 


Indeed, Time has taken its toll, and now I am 
old and weak 

But because of her, just because of her 

I have learnt the meaning of love and felt the 
pain it gives. 

I see her everywhere, the same little shy 
beautiful girl I love. 



*My Home 


My home is where peace and the tranquil dwell 

Where happiness reigns and laughter echoes 
again and again 

The grass and the leaves they swivel and 
flowers bloom 

The sun shines quietly from behind the cooling 
clouds 

And the birds some perched and others in flight 

They sing their songs to make me feel alive 

And not engage in thoughts that are alien or 
strange. 

Be my guest; join me at the stream 

That trundles down-hill on its path carrying 
along 

The twinkle in my eyes and the dancing smiles 
on my lips 

Like gifts for those who do not uplift their 
minds; 

Call out to them loudly if you will you must 

To share your experience with me and the 
place I live 



I am the one you love and returns that love. 



*My Inseparable Shadow 


He said - 

'You have waited for many a sunrise to light up 
your world. 

Your world now covered by the brilliance of the 
sun throbs as though it were alive.' 


He has always kept pace with me, 

Vies to occupy my space 

Not as a rival or a competitor; he wants to be 
me; 

To think, walk and talk as I do. 

He is an able person. 

But, why has he referred to my outer world 
alone? 

He should have spoken about my inner world 
too, but he has not. 

Perhaps, he has waited too long for his world to 
come alive. 


So be it. 



As one aware of light and life, he had once told 
me 

About the three ants that had variously found 
three sugar-granules. 

He saw 

One ant pick a granule and disappear; 

The second ant was grappling with its granule 
unable to lift it, 

Whereas the third ant was found alongside the 
remaining granule waiting for assistance; 

These were the three stages of education and 
experience, he said. 

Though not aware of my inner world 

He still follows me the whole day; my 
inseparable shadow. 



*My Life 


I can describe 
My entire life 
In one brief sentence 
Comprising two small words - 
'I am/ 

A third is not necessary. 

Once asked, 

I wrote it down 

On a white piece of paper 

With a soft pencil, 

Soon the dot at its end glowed. 
The paper caught fire. 



*My Visitor 


There is a knock at the door, 
Someone has come to meet me, 
Maybe my wait is over. 

Who has come? 

Who has strayed? 

I will not inquire. 

No one has come visiting me 
From the time I came to know 
I was not alone in this world, 
That was very long ago. 

Tonight 

I can talk and laugh. 

I think 

I should open the door. 

Why hesitate. 



*0n The Verge Of Discovery 


My old friend, 

Whom I trust and often visit, 

I found him at his favourite window 
Staring into the yonder beyond; 

'I am bored', he said, 

'I no longer need this sun, 

It does not interest me, 

I do not enjoy its hot angry stare, 

I am tired of waiting for the nightfall.' 

'What can be done to cure this affliction?' 

I asked 

And he replied, - 
'I want excitement, 

I want to explore and experiment, 

Therefore, help me find a new sun to befriend, 
Help me find an unfamiliar moon too 
And new trends of thought; 



I do not wish to repeat myself. 


Thoughtfully, 

I sat beside him 
And likewise 

Staring into the distance beyond the outside 
Began my search 

To help accomplish my friend's desire. 



*Our Truth 


A glimpse of you, you say! 

No. 

It is the very thought of you 
That makes me keel, 

Tumble into the deep ravines 
Between swiftly changing vortexes 
Of space and nowhereness, 

The boundless, timeless emptiness, 

To find me rejoicing in the cosiness 
Of the many-layered velvety folds 
Your thoughts and mine combined 
Draw with the utmost care and love 
Upon the lustrous ringing fabric called joy; 
These tenuous folds do not conceal our truth 
The prying eyes cannot find. 



*Painful Existence 


I could hear him ask - 
'Why do you grieve? 

Share your sorrows and sufferings with me.' 

I could hear him loud and clear against the roar 
of the waves. 

I was then leaning against a dry rock near a 
cluster of coconut-trees. 

He was sitting on that very rock. 

I told him - 

'How am I to share my sorrows with you? 

My sorrows 
They are all mine, 

My tears too; 

The pain afflicting my body and mind 
It is for me alone to bear, 

No one can take it away from me. 

I can never share my pain, 



I can never make you feel sad likewise. 


He looked at me and then at the sea 
Churned by the Earth, the Moon, and the Wind, 
But he was not nostalgic. 

I said - 

'The rock I am leaning against is a part of the 
Earth, 

For many millennia it has stood still and 
speechless, 

No one has shared its pain. 

This coconut-tree bears the sea and the air, 

And does not complain 

But the agitating sea it incessantly sounds its 
complaint, 

For the sea also suffers and wants someone to 
share its pain.' 


My wise and inquisitive friend asked - 

'These rocks, these trees, the sea and the 
Earth 

Do they possess a mind of their own? ' 



'Of course, they do.' I said, 

'All things in the universe are rhythm-bound 
and pulsate, 

It is in their nature backed by a strong will-to- 
be, 

And that will is always goaded by a purposeful 
mind. 

The atoms of an element are compact bundles 
of energy 

They live, vibrate and participate. 

There are no inert things in this world of 
objects; 

Consciousness pervades all objects. 

When atoms lose their rhythm and cease to 
pulsate, 

They cease to exist; they disintegrate.' 


Hearing me speak thus, 

My friend began to reflect, grew pensive and 
withdrawn. 



*Peace Of Mind 


I do not need it 

Take away my peace of mind 

Bury it farthest from me 

It has served no purpose 

It has made me dull and insensitive 

I can feel the cold in my bones 

Blood freeze 

Heart harden 

And my skin grow thick 

I did not act wisely 

I was foolish to have pursued it 

Having achieved the peace of mind 

I ought to have ceased to breathe 

Take it away from me 

At once 



*Plea 


Help me find the word I had just uttered 
To relearn its true import; 

Complete I shall then be. 

My legs drag me to your doorsteps, 

Your house I cannot enter; 

The door has closed on me. 

Be my saviour, towards your strength I look; 
0 Wisdom! Firmly grip my hand, 

Do not ever let go of me. 



^Promise 


When I arrive at your gates it will be 

The arrival of awaited Spring to meet. 

I have noticed, of late you haven't been 

Cheerful and active, your garden dull and dry; 

But, I shall redo your life for you, 

And Spring will revive your garden too 

Filling it up with coloured and scented blooms; 

We shall then gleefully make you move and 
act, 

Be lively, smile and long for more. 

Your sunlight, the wind, and rain I am, 

You are my life, my love, and cosy shade; 
Because of us and for us all things exist, 
Making us worthy of life we lead 
All happy, spry and eventful. 



*Qualms 


How am I to describe 
The blankness of my mind 
Now that it does not waver, 

In it no longer reside 
Desires, needs or jealousies, 

Anger or spite, 

Neither joy nor grief, 

Ideas or thoughts, 

Neither knower nor known; 

The hows and whys are not chained, 

Faded shades darken, 

Fears resurface 
Arranging old notions afresh; 

And therefore a bit surprised, 

I ask- 

How can my mind ever remain blank? 

Why should I describe its partial blankness? 
Only to disturb its peace and poise! 



When I know- 

Till the time my body and mind, both perish 
My mind can never 
Erase its range and wares. 



^Reason 


Sixteen paces, he said, 

Separate the living and the dead; 

These paces are in three stages and one. 

The living are possessed of sentience 

And the dead are only a half-stop speech. 

The intervening space is where all names 
resound 

And there is no lack of corporeality. 

I told him - 

I want to remain a child 

And engage in understanding my wakefulness 
That I do not wish to know about deep sleep 
And then begin the count of sixteen steps 
Abruptly stop being a child 
And gradually move to my death. 



*Recusal 


Soon after dusk, I heard her cry. 

She could not draw up her sore limbs; 

Her limbs were stiff and painful; 

She had slaved in the fields all day long 
To sustain herself. 

She could not bear hunger 
Nor sleep in peace; 

She had suffered and was in pain, 

There was no one to comfort her 
Or apply a salve; 

I heard her cry. 

But approach her I could not, 

She did not want to see me, 

I reminded her of the past. 

I had hurt her, 

I had betrayed her faith that had cost her dear; 



She had lost herself in the crowd of wants and 
needs. 

In fact, I had withdrawn myself from the world 

And she was hopeful of a better world and life 
with me. 

I detested pain yet caused her pain; 

She is the happiness I always desire. 



^Revisit 


He said - 

Why wait if we can turn back Time 
To impress our choice 
On finding our voice 
At the nodal point 
Where all this began. 

No one disagreed. 



*Saga Of Wait 


Somewhere somebody still waits for me 
To emerge from the cocoon woven by desires, 
Needs and longings, dreams and anticipations, 
I have had no occasion to repeal or revise. 

That somebody who so waits will call for me 
To enlighten me and then narrate bit by bit 
The long saga of wait written on the wind 
I alone can read with an open mind. 



^Search 


Where are the words 
That could describe 
My new hopes and dreams 
With utmost ease, 

I have not found them. 
Tired, 

My head, it aches, 

My eyes pain, 

I am unable to sleep 
Lest I miss the words 
I await 

That would suddenly pour 
To brighten my mind 
Fill me with glee 
Make me write. 

The words I have 
And so often used 
Are worn out and frayed, 
They are dull and dry, 



Already served me well 
They tell old tales. 

Why not 

Somebody help me coin 
The words I need. 



*Secrets of the Dewdrops 


When I wake up 
Little do I know 
About the secrets 
The fallen dewdrops hold 
Hidden by the wind 
And the night 
From the sun that shines 
In the blue sky above 
And that lets the shadows 
Of trees, clouds and hills 
Spread on the meadows 
To shade us all; 

Those secrets revealed 
At the strike of the first rays 
Of each new dawn 
Make the dewdrops glisten 
As though in a taunt 
And then they vanish; 

No one has learnt those secrets 



Hidden in the dewdrops. 
I shall have to wait 
For the next dawn 
To rise. 



^Seeking Release 


Set me free from my pen and thoughts 
They enslave me 

And keep me bound to the sheaves of paper 

Lying atop one another on my stilted shelf 

Undusted, forgotten and yellowing 

Stop me from writing the no-one-understands 

Stop me from thinking about the inevitable 

Cheer me up and make me smile again 

0 Vanity, make me write a song to you 

Let me savour my presence 

Allow me to mint words of praise afresh 

Allow me to relive the old days today 

I cannot wait for the tomorrows 

That do not promise change 



*Star Worlds 


Come, join me in my walk towards the stars; 
The stars, they wait patiently; 

Heading skywards is the thoroughfare I found 
Not difficult but pebbled. 

I have walked this path often and so will you 
Map its various pits and rend, 

Your feet won't bleed but will leave their prints 
To be followed across the land; 

The 'ifs' and 'buts' will bother you no more 
And all your fears will dissipate. 

These stars will then take you to their worlds 
That's lit-up with infinite charm; 

The rivers of light that flow there all the while 
In their gushing run, you will bathe, 

With your body and wits charily cleansed 
You'll shine anew a rising star. 



^Strangeness 


Facing the mirror when I say - 'I know you’, 
Do not believe my words 
I have never known who I really am. 

Time passes by, 

The boards we stepped on still creak, 

And the winding staircase too, these 

We had often climbed together playfully, 

The one in the mirror and I; 

And, I do remember, 

On reaching its top we never rested 

To dust or explore the attic, 

The storehouse of our past, 

Where our toys stayed alive 

Seeking our roving touch; 

They could have rekindled our love, 

They could have united us, made us become 
one. 

But long ago, 

Eternity, the bane of the present and past, 



Upon invading the future 

And thus testing our verve 

Had loudly laughed 

And mockingly cursed - 

'You and your reflection, both are strange; 

You can never understand each other, 

You can never know each other, 

You can never be same.’ 



*The Child In Me 


I have grown old 

Even my grandchildren are grown-ups 
I lost the child in me long ago 
Without him 

I have never been alive. 

Yesterday, 

My neighbours little one 

Gifted to me a few small round glass balls 

Not beads 

And went away; 

He wanted me to play with those marbles. 

I have never played the marbles game before, 

I only knew marble meant metamorphosed 
limestone; 

Glass and limestone are brittle, 

They need careful handling. 

I looked at those differently coloured glass 
balls, 

Each colour had a hidden design, 



I began to understand those designs. 

Soon they became my prayer-beads, 

Some consolation, 

But where was the child in me that I had lost, 

The child who needed neither gadgets nor 
prayers, 

Not even words to excite him. 

I did not find him, 

I did not find the child the marbles promised. 
Tears flowed from my eyes; 

From my hands, the round glass balls fell 
To roll on the white marble floor. 



*The Dream That Lasts 


You have waited for the tide to ebb, 

While ready to walk the beach 
You have watched the sea recede 
Leaving behind a long pause; 

You have retied the knots of doubt 
With colourful threads of old 
And cast a snare to trap 
The wise and favoured few; 

You have valued the time employed 
In building the bridges of love 
For those many hopefuls who quietly sleep 
The delight-filled dreamless sleep. 



*The Following Day 


Then, 

The fagade was over, 

The drums were quiet, 

The conch-shell and the flute, 

And the clarinet too; 

No more was there joy; 

There was only the whistling by the wind. 
Picking up my stick I rose from my seat, 

I had to forget my being; 

It had stealthily caused 
Much hate and avarice 
Letdown and mishap fed. 

Your face is an outline, 

Covered by a scarf. 

Our eyes are dry; 

The harshness of the eyes 
Belies the vague smiles 
Dancing on our lips 
Hiding the hunger 



And our intense pain 
That will last 

Until the next festive times. 



*The Girl On A Bike 


When I was young 
Just twenty 
A pretty face 
Never seen before 
Had done me in 
I saw her eyes 
They were bright 
And the arched brows 
They matched her nose 
And her smiling lips 
Her ruddy cheeks 
And her curly hairs 
All worked to cast 
A deadly spell 
I stood still 
And all was quiet 
Though I had strained 
My ears to hear 
Her kind of voice 



She did not speak 
She did not giggle 
She did not laugh 
Her quietude 
I could not stand 
And hurt I felt 
Most true and deep 
When passing by 
She lowered her eyes 
And sped away 
Without a wave 
Riding her bike 



*The Hour Of Rest 


A sip of tea and a biscuit-nip 

Starts my day with the rising sun 

But Time has changed its flimsy drape 

From milky white to a seedy shade 

Birds aren't there to urge me on 

And automatons they rule the day 

All is grey a dusty grey. 

I see no flowers they are things of past 

The smiles and laughter and joyfulness 

No longer light up any eager face 

The twig just picked is dry as sand 

The fountains have dried and do not cool 

The trees are stunted and give no shade 

The commas in a daze and the full stops 

They wait for a new sentence to start. 

The black coloured ribbon is in tatters and 
soiled 

It hangs from an open window 
Inside my room, the air stinks 



With the odour of rancid old cleverness 
The mirror dulled with age now reflects 
My wrinkled face and a toothless grin 
The ancient clock with its limp hands 
It has ceased to strike the hour of rest. 



*The Lady At The Bridge 


Though she never acknowledged his presence 

And he did not know her name, 

He had always seen her at the other end of the 
Yamuna Bridge, 

Shabbily dressed, 

With her back resting on the parapet, 

Her right palm open and outstretched begging 
for alms; 

When alone, 

He had often thought of the inner pain 
reflected in her eyes, 

He had often wondered about its nature and 
feel. 

Yesterday, as he approached the other end of 
the bridge 

He did not find her standing at the usual place, 

She was lying inert on the pavement, her eyes 
closed; 

A few people did surround her, 

And he thought she was dead. 



She was dead, indeed. 


He heard someone say - 

She had no home, no husband, no children, no 
relatives or friends, 

Where did she sleep or eat nobody knew. 

But he found himself strongly bound unto her, 

That bond he did not understand or resist; 

He only wanted to touch her face, hold her 
hands and loudly cry. 

He did not do anything of this sort, 

Quietly he stood there for a while reminiscing, 

He withheld his tears and did not weep; 

He slowly walked away. 

He accepted limited life and transient 
relationships. 


He knew he would not see her again; 

He would not see the sort of goddess he had 
come to worship; 

He would not ever see her inner pain reflected 
in her eyes; 



He would not even think about the real nature 
of that pain. 



*The Lost One 


I knew he would come. His coming was long 
overdue. 

What delayed him? 

He sat beside me. 

He wanted to read to me his poems. 


He had the observing eyes and a feeling heart 
and made him a poet. 

He preferred writing short poems; short poems 
are difficult to write. 

He likes difficult situations. 

Therefore, he is more of a loner. 


He reads his poems only to me; no one else 
appreciates his work. 

I thought he was not a likeable person; I was 
mistaken. 

He is not flamboyant. His peers ignore him. 
He keeps to himself. 



He fears to publish his poems; he does not 
consider them that deserving. 

He shuns publicity. 


After he dies, no one will attend to his writings. 
No one will remember him. 

No one will know him as a poet. 


He should have taken to writing short stories 
instead. 

In those stories, he could include the entire 
world. 

People love the tellers of tales. 



*The Open Blank Page 


My poems! 

No one reads them anymore, 

Not even those who know me, 

Not even the approving few. 

But I cannot stop writing, 

I cannot stop thinking, 

I cannot curb my emotional upsurge 
And stop weaving dreams 
That my pen truthfully records 
And nobody is hurt. 

The words I use are the same, 

Their meanings stay unaltered, 

And their rhythm unchanged; 

But no one reads my poems; 

No one dares to turn over 
The open blank page 
And dig deep. 



*The Widening Breach 


Come! Help me wedge the widening gap, 

That has existed ever since our first 
appearances, 

As the ever-increasing breach which had 
accidentally occurred, it seems, 

Between day and night, bright and dark, and 
high and low; 

Between this and that, here and there, and 
now and then; 

Between yes and no, good and vice, and love 
and hate 

And, between many other pairs of opposites 
that still raise their heads. 


Lest that gap widens uncontrollably 

(To cause much pain to us later on), 

Come, if you will, now itself come, 

Putting aside all else holding you down to 
earth, 

Avoiding the dos and don'ts, and the rigid 
restraints 



That separate life from impending certain 
death. 


Come, let us fill that breach to the brim 

With our thoughts, deeds and noble intents, 

The treasured findings, from our numerous 
jaunts across 

Countless obstructing sediments and inviting 
sops, 

We did accept gratefully. 


Come! Let us together fill the widening breach 

With what's left of time and faith and resolve, 

Beyond the crowd of rights and needless 
wrongs, 

Amidst routine and unplanned revolts and 
strife, 

And favoured looks and peaceful sights; 

Let us wedge the gap between these lines. 



*Tides 


I know, 

Your door will stay open for me 
As always to let me in 
To savour the repast 
It is on your dining table 
Laid out for me; 

Hungry I am. 

At the table, I will surely recount 
The jollity of our younger days, 

Protected and cajoled we were then 
By those to whom we belonged 
Which is why we had no care 
For the tomorrows that we did not wait. 

I will not talk 

About the later harsh years, 

Each day was a rusty nail driven deep, 
Tacked to the old boards we already were. 



I will not talk 


About our failures and sorrows; 

Our eyes are dry. 

I will only talk about 

The repeated ebb and flow of time 

We feared 

About the tides that did not take us away. 



^Unhappiness 


I am happy I told him so 
My friend did not believe me 
He saw me smiling no doubt 
He also noticed my eyes 
He knew I was hurt 
He could do nothing about my pain 
He did not offer any relief 
I had lost belief in my being 
I had lost everything I had 
He gently tapped my shoulder 
And without uttering a word 
Walked away 



*Unheard Melody 


In the shade of the olden banyan tree 

Near the village well 

There is a crowd gathering noisily 

To hear the wise words 

Sung by a minstrel just arrived. 

There has been a noticeable delay, 

The performance has not begun; 

The notable one is tuning his sarangi 

Examining its strings by running over them 
repeatedly 

The three thick guts of the bow, 

Preparing and summarizing the notes-filled 
form 

He had conceived to please the crowd. 

The half and quarter notes now emanating, 
Have not pleased him, as he also watches 
Written upon the assembling faces 



The same eagerness and expectation 

He had himself felt only last night 

When in the open field 

Surrounded by sweet smelling chameli vines 

He had arranged for this day 

The musical notes and words as a new raga 
and song. 

He does not appear to be tense for he knows 

His musical instrument, his Sarangi, will 
support his voice, 

The words will easily flow 

Matching his breath and heartbeat 

And make the crowd tap and sway. 

But in his eyes, there is a fleeting hint of fear, 

His fingers tuning the strings seem slightly 
uncertain; 

As is often the case, 

Even seasoned campaigners, the battle- 
hardened veterans, 

Nearing their goal run out of ideas, they 
abandon their quest, 



So it appears this minstrel too. 


But, he is honest and aware of his abilities; 

He thought - 

'I have to rise to the occasion, 

I must complete my assignment; 

My sarangi and my voice, 

These two have never failed me; 

I must strike the right notes and sing aloud.’ 
He appears confused. 

Why is the crowd now silently moving away? 

Their silence is deafening, and they seem 
listless; 

They have found the basis of their quietude. 

They no longer need the minstrel to enthrall 
them; 

They have found their music and song hidden 
in their silence, 

And that silence grows ever louder as they 
begin to disperse. 



The minstrel too has risen holding his sarangi 
and bow, 

His music and song blocked. 

The village well still holds water, fresh and 
invigorating, waiting to be drawn; 

The old tree is also there. 

Alongside me, these two have witnessed an 
awakening 

That has left us lonely and wanting. 



*Usual Spree 


Brightening light in the east 
Sunrise 

Dawn of a new day 
The sleeping lot awakens 
Birds take to the air 
The rest 

Stretch their limbs 
And begin to move. 

Browsing an anthology 
Of my old poems 
Refreshing fading memories 
Knitting my brow 
And a new pattern 
Of thought 

I sip the cream-laced tea 
That reminds me 
Of what I am 


And what I could be. 



It is noon-time 

The Earth is warm 

But not yet friendly 

Coaxed and cajoled 

By near and dear 

I trace the distant outlines 

Of my vast enclosure 

Filled with things and happenings 

Not of choice 

Guarded by fears. 

The sun is about to set 
Daylight will soon fade 
With it 

My hopes and plans 
Giving way to dreams 
To fill and light-up 
My long night of wait 
Congenially. 



*A Deliberation 


A sceptic he must be. 

He said - 

Why read the written, 

The already memorized? 
Why revise, he asked, 
When the preserved texts 
Need no revisions. 

So be it. 

I thought - 

Why must one study, 

What is improvisation, 

Of what use are thoughts 
And speculation, 

Why must I exert? 


Can I close my eyes? 



*Within Here 


The sky 

Golden hued 

The orange peels 

Thrown on grass 

The greener grass 

Where we stood 

Last night 

Admiring the moon 

And tiny stars 

Where fire burns 

Like in the sun 

Within here 

Creating new lives 

Defining fates 

Concocting ways 

To pains and joy 

We all suffer continuously 

Needlessly 

Never questioned 



Why the seeds 
Take roots 

For new trees to grow 
You may also ask 



*Without You 


In your absence my love 

A melancholy strain fills the air 

And there is the old sadness revisited 

And the quiet dripping of tears from swelling 
eyes 

There is in the visible sky the welcome mark of 
death 

I can hear its call asking me to die 

Is death the only remedy to cure the blues 

Wipe away our follies and vain desires I ask 

If so do not make me say I loved you true 

Then my love for you it is that made you die 

My love for you it is that makes me die 

Where will then be the music we often heard 

Where will be the fragrance of jasmine and 
rose 

Where will be the tenderness natural to us 

And where will be the light in my eyes ever 
seeking you 

You have left me alone my love 



Convinced that we cannot unite barred by the 
cruel world 

The same cruel world which does not allow me 
to live 

Without you 




